Persian Chazals of 

G H A LI B 






^1B|B 

























^ Persian Ghazals of 

GHALIB 


Translated into English by 

Dr. Yusuf Husain 

H^ith an Introduction by 

Prof. Nazir Ahmad 



GHALIB INSTITUTE 

NEW DELHI 



© Ghalib Institute, New Delhi 


Alfama Iqbal Libran 

■iiiiiiiii 

512859 



First Edition.1980 

Second Edition.1996 


Price : Rs. 250A 





FRONTISPIECE : MIRZA GHALIB 

Published by : SHAHID MAHULI 


Printed at • Samar Offset Printers. New Delhi 




To the Memory of 
MIRZA GHALIB 



Author 



No. 


Introduction 


Ghalib was the most intellectual poet and a versatile 
literary genius of his time. He was a great artist and possessed 
a vivid and dynamic personality. He had excelled in almost 
all branches of Persian poetry and prose. But his main field 
is ghazal in which his colourful personality is fully projected. 
His ghazals are characterised by the depth of thought and 
feeling, maturity of wisdom, original interpretation of reality, 
awareness to problems of life, analogical expressions, human* 
ism, liberalism etc. His ghazals are the best expressions of his 
poetic genius, 

Ghalib has often been criticised for creating intricacies in 
his poetry. This may be true in the sense (hat in him we find 
the philosophical profoundness of Bedil with complex imageries 
and thoughtful diction. But ghazals full of freshness, opti* 
mism and lucidity are not rare. A representative ghazal reads 
as under: 

“If thou dost not believe. 

In my anxious waiting, come ! 

Don't produce lame excuses. 

Don’t be quarrelsome, come ! 

“My heart cannot be gladdened, 

With one or two gestures of oppression; 

I swear in the name of my death. 

That thou should come with all the provisions of time. 

“Thou hast severed thyself from us, 

And to others pledged thyself; 

Yet come to us, since the promise 
Of thy constancy is not binding. 
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"The nature of patience is more delicate 
Than the disposition; 

Come to me—my hand and heart 

Are growing numb through lack of use**. 

Ghalib was an artist and has drawn attractive pictures of 
the beloved. His matchless art of portrayal is revealed in 
many a ghazal. In one of his ghazals he says : 

"One whose coquettry. 

Has the manners of an infidel, 

Has robbed my heart of strength, 

One of high stature with a short tunie. 

*‘Like sudden death, 

ETLceediiigly bitter. 

And like sweet life 
Of little constancy. 

With curling ringlets. 

Wearing a musk coloured veil; 

With the dazzling radiance of her body. 

Wearing a golden mantle. 

When receiving supplications. 

Like Laila scornfully rejecting; 

And in spite of Ghalib, 

Praising Majnun.*’ 

Ghalib’s ghazals indicate that he had full awareness to 
'^uch matters as a man had to face in everyday life. In one 
tine he states that learning and scholarship are such that their 
value cannot be fixed in terms of money or position. He 
ridicules the social conditions of the lime in which people of 
little understanding occupied the position of authority and 
power. The line runs : 

‘Knowledge is independent of position. 

Position is unaware of knowledge. 

Thy gold (worth) is unfit for a touchstone. 

While mine needs no touchstone (to test its worth).*’ 

In another line we find a reference to the fluid social and 
political conditions of his age. The line runs ; 
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“Whatever the gatherer of lime, 

Seized opening, he gave not back; 

Whatever the writer of Fate wrote secretly, 

He would not erase." 

Ghalib’s Persian ghazals have great ethical value. Accord¬ 
ing to him man is the best creation; he should not debase 
himself at any cost; he should not accept gratihcation which 
results in self mortification. In one line he states that to a 
selfless person even the so-called auspicious shadow of Huma 
causes heaviness. In another line he says that Jamshid is to be 
followed in that he was a pleasure seeker and not in that he 
was a personification of pomp and grandeur. Again he gives a 
new interpretation to the allusions of Alexander and Jamshid. 
According to him, the former’s invention of mirror is based on 
his self glorification; while the later’s introduction of drinking 
is a healthy contribution to the advancement of human society. 

Ghalib was not a mystic; but his poetry specially his 
ghazals are full of mystical thought. It is to be noted that in 
the treatment of mystical ideas be has given new and original 
interpretation. In describing such themes, he has gone to the 
extent of despising the heavenly pleasures a faithful is destined 
to enjoy. Some of bis lines remind us of an anecdote attri¬ 
buted to the eminent female sufi saint Rabia of Basra. She is 
stated to pass through the bazar holding a burning candle in 
one hand and a glass of water in another. On somebody’s 
enquiry she is reported to have retorted that she would like 
to burn the paradise by the burning candle she was holding 
and extinguish the fire of hell with the water in the cup so that 
the people may have sincerity in their prayers. They should 
worship Allah in the manner He deserves to be worshipped 
and not in the hope of obtaining the pleasures of the paradise 
or securing immunity from the dreadful fire of the hell. One 
line runs as follows : 

“So that none who cherishes his body 
Might fall into the trap; 

1 wish there was no grain. 

To bait the snare." 



Ghalib was a believer in the theory of unity of soul called 
*‘WabdatuI Wajud”. For example he says : 

“Each smell requires, 

A correct sense of smelling; 

The smell coming from the garment (of Joseph) 

Was correctly sensed in Kanan (by Jacob).’* 

In another line he says ; 

‘*The clue of His unity 
Is found in His diversity. 

To ail the countless numbers. 

The common figure is one.” 

Again he says : 

“O glorious manifestation of multicoloured hues, 

Where art thou, after all? Here in this world. 

Whatever sign of Thee was given 
Has been wrong, yes, it was wrong”. 

Ghalib generally gives philosophical depth to any event he 
describes. But his ghazals are chiefly characterised by novelty 
of thought and expression. One can hardly find a line in 
which his poetic genius is not employed in its full in creating 
some subtle point in it. One line runs as follows : 

“In short, my heart is also 
Inclined towards piety. 

But because of the ignominy of the devout, 

I have adopted the state of an infidel.** 

A few lines from a “continuous” ghazal are as follows ; 

“The sky is nothing but the smoke of imagination; 

The world is a bewildered dream. 

The wilderness is the accumulation of dust of fancy; 

A melted drop has been given the name of limitless ocean. 
Spring is but a small fire created by the wind. 

And the scar of the flame has been called autumn. 

A foreign land not agreeing to one’s temperament 
Js regarded as a native land. 

The narrow loop of ihe snare is the name of the nest.’* 
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Gbalib has occasionally satirised the political, social and 
moral conditions of the time. Such verses are good specimens 
of his artistic achievements. In one of the lines, he says : 

“Thou hast set over the sky 

For our destruction; 

Does whatever the robber has snatched from us, 

Not reach thy treasury.’* 

In another line he says that man being the offspring of 
Adam may put his claim to paradise. But what would happen 
if be does not prove himself worthy of his lineage. It is a good 
satire on the decaying moral conditions. 

Ghalib’s intellectual imageries add to the grace of his 
verses. In one line he compares poetry to a steed, its subtlety 
to the speed of the charger and writing to the dust raised by a 
speeding horse. In another line wine has been compared with 
the occasional flashes of lightning which is the only source to 
keep a man on the right path. 

The state of one’s confusion in the tavern has been com¬ 
pared in a line with the sound being lost in the ear of the deaf. 

In another line the burden of trust cast on ‘man* has been 
compared with wine which falls on the ground when the cup 
is overfull. Besides the comparison each of earth, cup and 
wine with the man, the heaven and the trust respectively adds 
grace to the verse. 

In another line the vehement complaint against the 
oppressive acts of the beloved has been called the force of a 
flood which is likely to break the seal on the mouth. The 
breaking of the seal on the mouth is a synonym for speaking. 

In another graceful line the divine displeasure has been 
called a stream of honey which has the quality of wine. As 
the taste of wine is bitter to non-drunkards and sweet and 
agreeable to drunkards so is the beloved’s anger, disagreeable 
to non-lovers and agreeable to lovers. 
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Ghaiib was an artist and he was fully aware that without 
being associated with original interpretation the hackneyed 
allusions would lose their charm. This is why we see that the 
poet has imparted dynamism to the conventional allusions and 
references. In one of the lines Alexander has been called an 
embodiment of self glorification, and Jamshid of pleasure and 
joy* The former is thus detestable while the latter an agreeat>le 
personality. The poet gives a reason for the sudden arrival of 
the caravan to the well, where Joseph was confined in this line : 

“This should be credited to the power 
Of Zulaikha’s restlessness. 

That the pathway of the caravan 

Led to the well where Joseph has been cast,** 

The poet advances new argument to prove that immunity 
from death in respect of Khizr, Ilyas and Messiah is a source 
of despair as against death which is a source of satisfaction in 
an hour of despair and disappointment. 

One of the significant achievements of Ghalib*s ghazal 
writing is that a considerable number of hemistiches and even 
some verses have grown proverbial and may appropriately be 
used in illustrating various facts of life. This indicates that 
his poetry is most suggestive and has therefore great quality of 
popular appeal. A few specimens in original may be quoted 
below : 
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Gha1ib*s forceful diction is a special feature of his 
poetry. He has introduced hundreds of new phrases and 
expressions which in most cases are his own coinage. This 
accounts in some degree, for his popularity among his Indian 
admirers who have a craze for originality of thought and 
expression. It is also somewhat responsible for’ his unpopu¬ 
larity among those who have a predcliction for simplicity and 
freshness. A thoughtful poetry with complex imageries loses 
its appeal specially to the Iranians. Moreover “Indianism** of 
some of his words and phrases may loose the charm of bis 
poetry to a native Persian. Ghalib’s extraordinary zeal and 
inquisitiveness for something new and alarming caused him to 
hold a ficticious work like Dasatir as a genuine and a very im¬ 
portant composition. Thus he has freely used in his writings, 
special prose, such Dasatiri words as had no precedence in 
Persian. Despite this, his extraordinary capacity for coining 
new phrases and expressions has added new dimensions to his 
diction specially in his ghazal writing. It is worthwhile to 
quote a few examples in original. 
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Chalib has received inspiration from the great masters of 
Persian ghazal some of whom have been mentioned in his well* 
known statement available in his Kulliyat, It is certain that 
he has left out the names of some of his predecessors who had 
also been a source of inspiration to him such as Sadi, Hahz 
and others. It may, however, be noted that despite receiving 
inspiration from the earlier masters he was **capable of strik¬ 
ing his own characteristic posture and style of address’*. It is 
worthwhile to quote bis statement : 


“Although genius which is a divine angel, was, at the outset, 
pleasant spoken and excellent seeker, yet earlier, due to wide 
stepping it followed in the footsteps of those who did not 
know the right path and regarded their crooked walking to be 
a slip caused by intoxication until in its diligent search, the 
forerunners because of the auspiciousness of the worth of my 
companionship which they discovered in me, showed me 
favour and their heart moved out of compassion. They felt 
sorry for my wanderings and looked upon me as my teacher 
would look upon. Shaikh Ali Hazio, with his numbled smile 
exposed my deviation before my eyes, and the venom of the 
glance of Talib Amuli and lightning of the eyes of Urfi 
Shirazi burnt the matter of absurd and undesirable mevements 
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in my path-treading foot. Zuhuri, with his soul-grasping atten¬ 
tion, tied amulet on my arm and provision with my waist» 
and Naziri, the reckless wanderer caused me to follow his own 
particular way. Now due to auspiciousness of the attentive 
fostering care of this group, my dancing pen is a partridge 
in its graceful walking, pandeanpipe in singing for joy, a 
peacock in splendour and Anqa in flight.” 

It must be admitted that despite his glowing tributes to the 
genius of the great masters of the Mughal regime, whose styles 
he has followed and in whose metric pattern, he has composed 
a considerable number of ghazals, it is to much to expect from 
an individualist and egoist like Ghalib to have followed any 
one of them blindly. He has, no doubt, been benefitted by 
their wisdom and experience; but being conscious of his poetic 
genius, he never regarded him inferior to any one of them. 
There are several statements available in his writings to subs¬ 
tantiate this point. For example : 

1. While writing in his preface to the KulIiyal-e-Nazm-i- 
Farsi he speaks about himself as the last candle kindled by 
the fire of the half burnt candles of the earlier masters. 

2. Again he distinguishes himself from his predecessors as 
they were mere candle and he was as bright as the sun. 

3. The well known ghazal in admiration of his contempo¬ 
rary Indo-Persian poets is really a praise of his own genius. 

And now a few words about the translation of Ghalib’s 
select ghazals into English. Dr. Yusuf Husain Khan who 
was a renowned scholar and a distinguished critic could have 
explained his views about this rendering but unfortunately the 

destiny had willed otherwise. His sudden death left this task 
unfinished. However in his earlier work, translation of 
Ghahb’s Urdu Ghazals into English, he has explained his 
point of view regarding his translation and in my view the 

same point must have been kept in mind in this translation 
as well. So I quote here the relevant statement : 

‘‘I am fully conscious of the inadequacy of the medium of 


XV 



rendering the poetic creations of one language into another, 
especially if they happen to be so desperate and traditionally 
different from each other as Urdu and English. Yet the 
task though difficult and challenging, had to be undertaken 
so that Ghalib's experience and sensibility could be made 
known to the wider English reading public all over the 
world. 

“Ghalib is a master of ghazal, which though apparently 
lacking unity of theme has its own organic form pulsating with 
creative imagination which imparts an underlying unity. 
Ordinarily each verse of the ghazal is complete in itself 
although at times it may be connected with other couplets 
through continuity of thought and feeling. 

“There are two ways of tackling translation from one langu¬ 
age into other. The first is to translate word by word what the 
poet says, and the second is to reproduce the spirit of what is 
said or rather wbat the translator believes to be the spirit. This 
later way, at its best, can produce fine poetry, but in the pro¬ 
cess it becomes something quite different from the original. 
In this translation I have tried to maintain a faithful 
accuracy to the actual words used by Ghalib, neither leaving 
anything out, nor adding anything extra, except when for the 
sake of intelligibility it was imperative. Urdu is a very subtle 
language, making use of slender nuances of meaning, and 
Ghalib is a master of play on words. Wherever possible I 
have tried to indicate in the translation, although of course it 
is not feasible to reproduce it.” 

The Second choice open to the translator of poetry, is 
whether he should endeavour to convey the original in poetry 
or in prose. If in prose, then the thought content of the 
poetry will survive, but much of the magic of the original will 
be lost. If poetry is chosen then, what form should it take? 
The ghazal is a very precise verse form, depending upon 
the musical values of rhythm and rhyme {jQofid). English 
lyrics have equally precise forms. It is well-nigh impossible to 
interpret one verse form in terms of another. Moreover, the 
liniitaticDS imposed by rhyme reduce considerably the choice 
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of words available. By iosistiog oa rhyme one has either 
to sacrifice strict accuracy, or one has to run the risk of pro* 
ducing doggerel. 1 have tried to avoid these pitfalls, by sacri¬ 
ficing ‘rhyme'. In some cases, where there is a striking end, 
rhyme in the original has been retained. 1 have, however been 
careful to maintain rhythm, since it is largely through rhythm 
that the emotion is conveyed. The couplets almost invariably 
arc divided into two parts, and the idea in the first half is 
elaborated by, or played against the second half. For the sake 
of convenience, 1 have usually spread the original two lines, 
over four, but through the rhythm have sought to bring out 
the division between the two halves, and emphasise the com¬ 
plementary nature of the two parts which create each verse. 

“No attempt has been made to fit the words of Ghalib into 
any formal metrical pattern but I have let them flow in as 
natural and spontaneous a manner as possible. It is. however, 
acknowledged that the emotional intensity and pathos of 
lyrical poet can not be adequately rendered from one language 
into another. To this Ghalib's poetic art is no exception.” 

Dr. Yusuf Husain Khan has been confronted with the same 
problems in introducing Persian ghazals to English readers, as 
have been the case with the hordes of other translators of 
Persian classics, specially of the ghazals of Hafiz. It has been 
suggested that Hafiz needs a Fitz Gerald to be naturalised in 
‘this’ country for his best is untranslatable, because he is the 
best ‘Musician of the words’. This is applicable in a certain 
degree to Ghalib as well. 

It has been further stated that for ‘Persian ghazals verse 
translation has some drawbacks. Sir William Jones, recom¬ 
mended a version in modulated but unaffeclcd prose in prefe¬ 
rence to rhvmed couplets, and though not a single image or 
thought is to be added by the translator, yet it would be allow¬ 
able to omit several conceits, which would appear unbecoming 
in an European dress; for the poem with its beauties, has con¬ 
ceits in it, like black spots on some very beautiful flowers’. As 
Dr. Yusuf Husain has maintained a faithful accuracy and has 
refrained from adding anything, his translation of Ghalib’s 
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verse in prose conforms to principles laid down in the afore* 
said statement. 

One of the most difficult problems faced by the translators 
is the rendering of abundant compounds and wordsplay. In 
this context what Hindley speaks about Hafiz is applicable in 
a greater degree to Ghalib. “Apart from the extreme melo¬ 
diousness, simplicity and delicacy of Hafiz^s diction, it is 
extremely difficult to reproduce in English his frequent use 
of compounds and his recondite and lively play of words.** 
Ghalib's thoughtful diction, bis complex imagery and more 
frequent use of difficult compounds made the task of rendering 
his verses in English extremely difficult. Dr. Yusuf Husain has 
attempted to settle these difficult problems in bis own way and 
it is his readers who would judge how far be has succeeded in 
bis endeavour. But this much is quite certain that by his attempt 
to introduce the great genius of his age to the European world, 
he has rendered a great service for the cause of lndo*Persian 
culture and literature. I hope this translation would create 
interest in European scholars and writers to initiate this great 
poet of India, as has been done in cases of Khayyam, Sadi, 
Hafiz, Jami and others. 


Aligarh, 

26th September, 1979. 


NAZIR AHMAD 
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ENGLISH TRANSLATION OF 


Persian Ghazals 



1 ^ 

O thou whose wont is to create a tumult. 

In privacy and in the crowd, 

When thou art with the multitude, Thou speakest, 
But in solitude Thou art in all the inner-happenings. 

Thy loving beauty, in tlie ways 
Of heart-ravishing, has as its attributes 
The waving ringlets and hair-thin waist 
Of the phenomenal world. 

* The caravan of Thy stricken ones 
Travels without food and water. 

While Thy affluent ones 
Approach the table without appetite. 

Do not underestimate my weeping; 

It is predestined in eternity without beginning 
That this stream will cause the revolution 
Of the mill-stones of the seven heavens. 

We are devoid of wisdom and good deeds, 

But yet we are filled with Thy love; 

Our intoxication is perpetual 
Since we break our fast with wine. 

Entrust paradise to Ghalib, 

Since in that garden he would be 
An enraptured nightingale. 

Singing new select melodies. 
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^ 2 ^ 


Our silence has been the cause 
Of spoiling the idols; 

Else formerly our laments 
Were wont to ensure results. 

We are under obligation 
To the effect of our constancy; 
This way has demonstrated 
The worth of others. 


What is it that causes this agitation 
In the nature of spring ? 

It seems that through fear of thee 

The heart of autumn became stained with blood. 


We have not strength to oppose 
The riotous tumult of life; 

So we have taken the reins from sighing 
And given them into the hands of grief. 


In our drunkenness we were searching 
The flower-garden of paradise; 

Our surmise found its way through the dust 
Raised by thy graceful walking. 


O dust of Thy door, which is the Ka’ba 
Of the heart and soul of Ghalib, 

From Thy grace stems all the adornment 
Of existence in this world. 
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4 ^ 3 


' Thou did*st enquire about our well-being 
From the other, and for this we are thankful; 
At least this shows 

That thou wast not aware of our condition. 

Thanks to freedom, joy and grief 
Do not settle in the heart; 

In our sieve, wine 

And pure blood are the same. 

O life of Ghalib, thou dost still think 
That he has strength to speak; 

Thou art most cruel to enquire 
From us about our own condition. 


^ 4 ^ 

Suddenly, if intoxicated thou dost come 
From the gate of our rose-garden, 

The growing rose will on its own 
Reach up to touch the edge of our turban. 

We are desirous of seclusion, and are busy 
In safeguarding our reputation; 

Our dignity consists in consuming 
The essence of our gait. 

The grief that the heart must bear 
Gives an edge to our speech; 

The parrot in our mirror 
Has become verdigris for us. 
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By melting down our whole existence 
We have drunk our morning draught; 
The sun of Doomsday’s morning 
Is our brimful goblet. 

^ We are dissatisfied with our fidelity. 
And ashamed of her cruelty; 

Alas, the ill-success 

Of thine attempt to torment us. 


^ 5 ^ 

Don t indulge in all this flirting and amorous 
dalliance! 

Take possession of both heart and soul; 

My tender feelings cannot bear the thought 
Of thy exacting requisition. 

Through dejection, I have become a mirage 
Of fire—like a candle in a picture; 

I practice the deception of gallantry 
i'or the sake of the spectators. 

a 

# When we closed our eyes, we drew a line 
I hrough the existence of the world; 

We departed from ourselves, 

And carried the world with us. 

She is not worried that her prey is restless 
In the snare cf indifference; 

I know not what has obstructed 
The careless glance. 
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From this estrangement friendship flows; 
She practises bashfulness, 

And under cover of the veil 
She makes us infamous. 

O Ghalib, beware of the intense cold 
In the breast of the well-satisfied; 

How many are the obligations 
On the heart of the impatient soul! 


6 mi 

* They have mingled the wing of the moth 
And the beak of the bird of the garden, 

And from the sediment of this mixture 
They have formed my nature. 

' #ly eyes and heart are sacrificed to thee, 

So ask me not about the manner of embellishment; 
One who is ruined by a taste for plucking flowers, 
What can he know of the ways of gardening ? 

I am proud of the delight 
In relishing the anguish which in intoxication 
Has put an end to the wished-for 
Calamity of sudden death. 

^ 7 ^ 

Whether manifest or hidden, 

It is dedicated to thy plundering grief; 

Like the colour of our face, 

Our heart has flown from our breast. 
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• It*f worth seeing—how one loses 
One's identity in love; 

Thy reflection in our mirror 

Has taken the semblance of our face. 

if O Ghalib, tonight the whole of it 
Must drip from my eyes; 

Perhaps the blood of the heart 
Was our last night’s wine. 


^ 8 ^ 

The heart itself is from Thee; 

It owes existence to Thy desire 
To purchase it; all my argument 
On profit and loss is on account of this. 

' In paradise there is a stream of wine 
And a stream of honey, 

But thy ruby lips are for me 
Both the one and the other. 

"As they imprison in a bottle 
The one born of a fairy. 

So thy lovely face within my heart 
Is hidden from all eyes. 

Many a thorn has been burnt 
By the heat of my gait; 

The foot-steps of travellers 
Will be obligated to me. 
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Ghalib, I am that traveller, scorched with heat. 
Who plunged into the river; 

The provisions on the bank 
Are my only sign. 


The thorn of thy pathway 
Catches at our skirt like a friend; 

One would say that all along 
It had been hidden in our attire- 

Without thee I am as wine 

In a bottle, which is yet separate 

From the bottle; in our frame 

The soul is not intermingled with our body. 


In the desert, shade and a stream of water 
Give pleasure for a while, 

If anxiety to reach the destination 
Does not rob us of our ease- 

The ant only flies 

In a vain attempt to save its life; 

What kind of lightning has been marked out 
For the destruction of our gathered harvest ? 


. ^ Who can doubt our claim to love, 
When the blood of our heart 
Is struggling to ooze out 
From the jugular vein ? 
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Because of its rare subtlety 

Our poesy cannot be expressed in writing; 

By the flight of our steed. 

No dust is raised. 

In vain the parrots try to utter 
Mournful songs, with beaks stained 
With liver’s blood; through envy of our speech 
They have gulped the blood of the liver. 

' We were not agreeable. O Ghalib. 

To accept this position for ourselves; 

Poesy itself voiced the desire 
To become our art. 


^ 10 ^ 

We have placed our footprint 
On the pathway, so that the way 
To the delights of sightseeing 
Might be blocked for the friend. 

Envy has opened the door of hell 
For the jealous ones; 

And we on our part 

Have shut the door to paradise. 

Into my soul itself, the burning desire 
For thee has penetrated; 

Without cause we have slandered 
Our liver for bearing a scar. 
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Thou dost declare, that constancy has no effect; 
With such simplicity 
Thou dost imply 

That we had bound our heart to its result. 

Everywhere there is wailing; our only ambition 
Is to fulfil our obligation to her; 

This is why we have fastened an amulet 
To the soaring wing of the morning bird. 


^ 11 ^ 

In the dust of exile 

We are our own mirror-holder; 

Which is to say that we are helpless 
Here in our own land. 

* Expect no other melody 

From the music of our ecstasy; 

We are the sound 

Of the breaking of our own strings. 

' The thought of longing for the rose 
Was so dear to us, that our very being 
Is blood-stained, and we have ourselves 
Become the flower-garden and the spring. 

We are totally dedicated to ourselves, 

And our heart is wrapped up in self-concern; 

One would say that we signify 

The assault of the stifled desires of our own affairs. 
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Through the ferment of the drop 
We have become dissolved in our tears 
Yet indeed we are still there 
On our front opening and our skirt. 

We are this handful of dust 
Which is scattered in all directions; 

O Lord, in this world. 

How is our worth to be reckoned? 

I am grateful to myself 

For whatever treatment I have received from thee; 
Even for thy complaints. 

We have ourselves to thank. 

Even though laments are required, 

Still we are filled with desire for her; 

We are like the moth of the lamp 
That is lighted on our tomb. 

The dust of our existence 
Is leavened with liver’s blood; 

Thus we add colour to the worthless stuff 
Of our own flying dust. 

Everyone bears witness 
To his own ambition; 

We ourselves are a companion 

To our own drunkenness and drowsiness. 

The thread of ihe glance that follows us 
Is like a string of pearls; 

We are the gait 

Of our own blistered feet 
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** O Ghalib, like the person and his image 
In the mirror of thought, 

We with ourself are one, 

Yet we encounter ourself. 

^ 12 mm 

How delightful it would be to involve 

Two witnesses in the argument for blandishment; 

Sight with the creation of subtleties. 

And breath annointed with the silence of antimony. 

In short, my heart is also 
Inclined towards piety. 

But because of the ignominy of the devout 
I have adopted the state of an infidel. 

•' Ghalib, I care not that in appearance 
I am classed among the beggars; 

In the realm of the spirit 
I am a sovereign monarch. 
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My nest has been destroyed 
And ruins please my heart; 

Walls and door do not agree 

With the temperament of griePs prisoners. 

'' O devout one, be not so proud 
That thou hast broken my sacred thread; 
No one can steal from my forehead 
The prostration reserved for the idol. 
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* Ghalib, through excess of weeping 
Not a tear drop remains unshed; 

One could say that the flood came 
And washed all moisture from the eyes. 


^ 14 ^ 

Thou can’st rob me with a single word. 
Uttered with a loving glance; 

With the swaying curve of thy 
Imaginary waist, thou can’st deceive me. 

There will surely be a story 
About the anguish of my heart; 

And by a half-nod of thy head 
Thou can’st deceive me. 

I and the claim of being infatuated ? 
Never, its impossible! 

Why should I be enamoured 

When so easily thou can’st deceive me ? 

^ Although the might of separation 
Has no morning. 

Yet in a way, this talking 
About the morning can deceive me. 

I recognise the friend by no other sign 
Except through the tear in the veil; 

In a door, even through the peephole 
Of the door can’st thou deceive me. 
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Ghalib, my nature is this, 
Otherwise I am not that one 
Who by faith in the hope of effect 
Can be deceived. 


^ 15 ^ 

Wish not that these drunken ones should be lost 
Through the graceful gestures of thy dignity; 
Come to them as unrestrained 
As the fresh breeze of spring. 

Thou hast severed thyself from us 
And to the others pledged thyself; 

Yet come to us, since the promise 
Of thy constancy is not binding. 

** Parting and meeting— 

Each has its separate relish; 

A thousand times if thou dost leave, 

Come back to me a hundred thousand times. 

I have been duped by thy coquetry; 

Therefore I wish no-one 
To come and enquire 
About my hope-filled soul. 

The nature of patience is more delicate 
Than thy disposition; 

Come to me —my hand and heart 
Are growing numb through lack of use. 
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It is usual in a monastery to make 
Affirmation of existence. Never go there! 

The merchandise of the tavern is intoxication. 
So come there, soberly. 

Ghalib, if thou dost wish 
To fortify thy safety. 

Then like us, come into the circle 
Of the humble profligates. 


^ 16 ^ 


I desire that wine. 

Which when poured out. 

By its own ferment 

Causes the circulation of the goblet. 

O keeper of the tavern, be not incensed, 
Since I am innocent; 

In a state of drunkenness 
I donned the pilgrim’s garb. 

So that none who cherishes his body 
Might fall into the trap, 

I wish there was no grain 
To bait the snare. 

As my faith is firm 
In the unseen, 

So from the invisible mouth of the friend 
I seek to realise my desire. 
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Always for the few 
There is general trouble, 

And every moment for the commonalty 
There is especial delight. 

The heart-ravisher is in a rage! 

Ask not a kiss at such a time, O Ghalib; 
Although love does not distinguish 
One moment from another. 


^ 17 ^ 

The instrument and the goblet, 

The melody and the wine—all are fire; 

From the fire-eating salamander wilt thou discover 
The way to the banquet of my pleasure. 

It is not possible to live 

Free from the savour of thy cruelty; 

Thou must find out the touchstone 

For my complaints that are without a cause. 

O Saqi, the liquid thou dost pour out 
Drop by drop from the bowl of wine 
Makes my lips laugh at the desire 
For the river of paradise. 


^ 18 ^ 


I have no control 
Over the turbulence of my nature; 
The waves of lustre in my pearl 
Have made me tempestuous. 
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Although I am concentrated 
Like the waves of lustre in the pearl. 

My heart still hankers for 
The free fluttering of wings. 

^ By the sea-shore I would sacrifice my life 
To my sense of honour, 

If I suspected that the tidal wave 
Bore the wrinkle of a frown for me. 

^ 19 ^ 

, By imagining ourselves to be a separate drop. 

In ourselves we become lost; 

If we are free from this false idea. 

We become the ocean. 

•• We are hidden in the world. 

But in reality are the essence 

Of the world; like the drop 

We are lost in the flow of the ocean. 

^ 20 

How fortunate the soul 
Whom grief has seized entire; 

From our despondency enquire about 
The generous joy of our expectancy. 

Like the fragrance of the rose. 

We are dispersed in the frenzy of our drunkenness; 
Ask not about this, for the rein of our free will 
Is broken in a hundred places. 
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As the colour of the rose shines forth, 

The heat of its splendour increases; 

One could say that our spring 
Is the kabab of our inner fire. 

The adversaries would have seen unveiled 
The ardour of our love for thee, 

If the spring season 

Had not concealed it ’neath its skirt. 

How happy that vagrancy, 

If in the wandering of yearning desire, 
The fistful of dust that is our existence. 
Adheres to the thread of thy skirt. 

^ Here the young plant of the candle 
Grows by its diminishing; 

O Ghalib, we are watered by the melting 
Of the essence of our being. 


^ 21 ^ 

, At the end of love, I recall the time 
When first I gave my heart to that heart-stealer 
Who made no promise to me 
To observe the covenant of fidelity. 

I have no strength to keep the secret. 

And yet I am afraid of disgrace; 

Perhaps in dumbness I am seeking 
A fellow speaker of my language. 
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^ In the composition of man, 

The original element is anguish of the heart; 
The root of every hair in every living being 
Is smeared with blood. 
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We have been fondly reared 
In the merciful tavern of submission; 
The raised head of our pride 
Is laid low at thy feet. 

Our wonderment is the mirror 
Of the friend’s renown; 

The pathway to her street 
Is our lost breath. 

Every path in the flower-garden 
That leads to thy image 
Is a tear in the front-opening 
Of our yearning desire. 
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I am awestruck by the glorious manifestation 
Of the sorcery of thought; 

Before our own self 
Do not hold up a mirror. 

‘ In this world one should not be absorbed 
By the relishing of pleasure; 

Our fly sits on sugar-candy, 

And not on honey. 
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Why ask about the length of love’s journey? 

In this highway the sound 

Of our camel-bell is like the settling 

Of the descending dust. 

^ 24 ^ 

So that the drained colour of the restless ones 
Should not bring about disgrace, 

For fear of thy glance, the liver of those 
Who know the secret is shedding blood. 

' Inspite of their prostration before God, 

The forehead of the devout did not shine 

With such radiance as the face of the drunken ones 

Glowed with the heat of the wine. 

Alas for the awareness 

Whose entire equipment is despair! 

Men of sobriety receive no advantage 
From intoxication—save insensibility. 

Ghalib, I suffer much distress 
Through my taste for poesy; it were better 
If I had been blessed with patience 
And my friends with a portion of justice. 


I know not what lightening-like calamity 
Will strike my reason, 

Since I have been imagining the breaking 
Of the fastening knot of her veil. 
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From the heat of thirst, I give good news 
Of honour to my soul; 

For me, the surging wave of the sea 
Is the lasso of its furious passion. 

Riding the steed of coquetry. 

She passes over the dust of my grave; 

O desire, grow as much as you can. 

That you may reach up to touch her stirrup. 

The thought of her was a prey 
In the snare of love’s restlessness; 

In my drunkenness I mistook 
Her perplexity for coquetry. 

^ 26 ^ 

Just like the rose-bud, 

Her pure body’s sensuous ferment 

Had burst through and torn 

The tight shirt on her delicate body. 

In our madness we have drawn 
An image of the coquetry of the friend; 

We have painted her playfulness 

And graceful manner in a myriad colours. 

^ 27 ^ 1 ^ 

The secret of the lover is disclosed 
By the draining of his colour; 

Although we are sternly self-contained 
Yet without asking, we attain our goal. 
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We are the sun 

In the world of our wanderings; 
With feet worn out, 

We continue to run upon our knees. 

i O Ghahb, no more 
Shall we trouble our friends; 

Our poetry is meant 
Only for ourselves. 


^ 28 ^ 

» The heat of her blazing beauty 
Burns the veil; by this I understand 
It does not like 
The obstruction of a curtain. 

I am proud of the splendour of the wine 
When it reflects the beauty of the friend; 
You would say that the sun itself 
Had been squeezed into the cup. 

Through the heat of her ardour 
The wine itself has started boiling; 

In playful mood, she pours the wine 
From the transparent flask into the cup. 


By enduring the test of affliction, 

I brought my heart the happy news 

Of love’s attention; the tide of the surging flood 

I imagined as the lasso of passion’s deluge. 


21 



Laying aside all conventions, I am athirst 
For kissing and embracing her; 

From my pathway then. 

Remove the snare of hidden kindnesses. 

My idol has all the attributes of spring, 

When plucking flowers she strolls in such a graceful 
Swaying manner, that without effort 
Her skirt is filled with flowers. 

Whether it is smoke rising from the heart, 

Or whether a wave of colour. 

In every form of reality, my thought is the comb 
For the curly locks of my distracted dream. 


^ 30 ^ 

For my bosom there is good news 
Of closeness to the friend in privacy; 

I liave deceived her by the claim 
Of testing my piety. 

The world is so taken up with wine 
And the beloved, that one would think, 

After the creation of Adam, 

Heaven was sent to the earth. 

Ghalib, the target of perfection is still far off; 
In poetry mere skill is not enough; 

With this strong and heavy bow 
I am testing my hand and arm. 
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^ 31 ^ 


Our musk-scented wine is the willow 
That hedges our sown field; 

It is for us the stream and fount and tree 
Of paradise—indeed ’tis paradise itself. 

When we can be intoxicated by the thought, 

Why should there be this stifled desire for union? 

If the cloud does not rain, who cares— 

Our sown field lies on the bank of a stream. 

Fearlessly come out of thyselfl 

Open thy lips with the words “I am the beloved idol”. 
No law sanctions seizing and holding, 

In the ways of our temple. 

Wine may be prohibited, but witty speech 
Is not against the Divine law; 

If thou dost not appreciate the good in us, 

At least don’t taunt us for the bad. 


32 ^ 

The beauty of the friend is enamoured 
With its own glorious manifestation; 

Give good tidings of nearness to our sight. 

Which has failed to reach the destination. 

They lag behind through fatigue. 

Who surrender their footsteps in the valley of illusion; 
Yearning desire for thee has carved a pathway 
Through the vein of the sleeping foot. 
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We ourselves are the destination. 

Of the perfection of our own image; 

Thy glorious manifestation, without guidance, 
Has hidden itself in us. 

* Ghalib, I have cut myself off 
From everyone, so that after this 
I may choose a secluded corner 
And worship God. 


^ 33 ^ 

Through restlessness of heart 
I am freed from all anxiety; 

In the rocking of this cradle 
One can find repose. 

Like the blazing flame of thy face. 

Thy nature is made evident; 

With the lustre of this wine. 

How long wilt thou deceive my sight? 

In the assembly, 

Seeing the splendour of the Saqi’s face. 

The candle like an intoxicated rose 
Has thrust itself before my sight. 

^ 34 

As thou dost come from the rival’s company, 
I die upon thy way, so that 
From the abashed remorse of thy coquetry 
I might recapture my heart from thee. 
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^ In the agitation of desire. 

Each veil that covers thy face, 

Is as the curtain in the instrument 
That itself produces melody for thee. 


Destiny, entrusts to each his duty 
According to a reckoned measure; 

The swift of foot are given the task 
Of traversing the valley of sorrow. 

Thou must efface thine existence 
If thou art a traveller on the way; 

The baggage of those with skirt besmirched, 
Is heavy to bear through the valley. 

In this world are the distinguished 
And the common people; the one are proud 
The other humble : Ghalib, ignore the first 
And leave the others to their fate. 


Arise and understand those who have gone astray 
And guide them to the right path; 

Sometimes discern the tumult-increasing 
And aspiring glance. 

The w’orld is a mirror of secrets. 

Both manifest and hidden; 

If thou hast not the capacity for thought, 

Then discern it with thy glance. 
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If thou can’st not comprehend 
The meaningful significance of things, the 
manifestation 

Of their appearance is no less important; 

Discern the beauty of curled tresses and the fold of 
the turban. 


The grief of dejection has burned me; 
Where art thou, O vearning desire ? 
Discern my breath 
In the fluttering wings of my sighs. 


How far have we become the mirror 
Of stifled desire for thy sight ? 

Make manifest thyself to thine own self, 
And then discern us with thy glance. 


The mirror of union is the scar 

Caused by the ill-success of stifled longing. 

If thou dost desire a bright night, 

Then discern the darkness of the day. 


Waste not thy leisure! 

Consider time as God-sent; 

If the morning of spring is not available, 

Then to discern the moonlit night is good enough. 

Alas, Ghalib is subjected 

To the contrary pulls of fear and hope; 

Either slay him with thy sword, 

Or with thy glance discern his worth. 
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^ 37 ^ 

If after cruelty she feels inclined 
To offer justice, I am not surprised; 

If from bashfulness she will not show her face 
To us, it won’t be strange. 

^ She has playful ways, and firmly 
I believe in her good nature; 

If by her anger, love increases. 

It won’t be strange. 

My involvement is with a singer 
Who has the disposition of Venus; 

If my lips moan as if chanting 
A melody, it won’t be strange. 


* In my dream she appears, intoxicated, 

With the button of her shirt wide open; 

I know not what spell my ardent love 
Has cast on her tonight. 

In whose hand are thy tresses, 

That this frantic heart is thus lamenting ? 
Who is it that has shaken 
The chain of Majnun tonight? 

O Ghalib, the talc of separation’s grief 
Is most absorbing—but be brief; 

On the Day of Judgement thou can’st recite 
That which remains untold tonight. 
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Yes, thou must leave the mirror, 

So that the reflection does not deceive me; 

I am beholding the vision 
Of the unity of reality tonight. 

^ From the root of every hair 
I have opened a stream of blood; 

I am decorating my bed 

With the red glow of sunset tonight. 

^ I take pride in her speech 
Although I have failed to discover her mouth 
A nice distinction between illusion 
And truth I make tonight. 

- ’Tis a long time since the law of joy 
Has been wiped from my memory; 

What I had learnt before, 

That lesson I repeat tonight. 


The morning has blossomed, and the rose 
Is opening. Don’t sleep! 

A myriad flowers of sight. 

Must be gathered, so don’t sleep. 

Soothe thy sense of smell 
With the rose-scented breeze; 

The fragrant air of dawn, 

Is gently wafting, so don’t sleep. 
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Discern thine own inner need 
Before looking for the morning draught; 
Yester-night’s wine is still dripping 
From thy lips. Don’t sleep! 

The morning star is giving 

The good news of the sight of the friend; 

Look how the eye of the sky 

Is throbbing. Don’t sleep! 

Thou art absorbed in slumber, 

And the morning is grieving for the stars; 
In remorse, its teeth are biting 
The back of the hand. Don’t sleep! 

Breath is offering its greetings 
To the hyacinth, through its sighs; 

Arise! Eyelashes stained with heart’s blood 
Are plucking the tulips. Don’t sleep! 

The gurgling sound of the flask 
Is a delight for the ear; 

Come—the goblet is waiting 
To be drained. Don’t sleep! 

The sign of life in the heart 
Is to run in agitation; this is its capital; 
Sight is the polish on the mirror 
Of the eye. Don’t sleep! 

From one’s eyes the good of companions 
Should be opened up. Don’t shut them! 

The heart must be restless to fulfil 
The wishes of dear friends. Don’t sleep! 
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On the mention of death 
One has a longing to keep vigil; 

If thou dost wish to hear the story 
Of Ghalib—then don’t sleep! 
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The flower-garden is not so spacious 
As the meadow of our breast; that heart 
Which from thy sword has not received a wound 
Is not an open heart. 

Now I am burning, but yet I fear 
The calamity of the fire’s decline; 

Alas, on fire 

The water of life has no effect. 

For long have I been in the throes of death, 

But yet I ^annot die; 

In the realm of thy tyranny 
The decree of death is withheld. 

f Paradise will not provide a remedy 
For the dejection of our heart; 

Its construction is in no way 
Commensurate with our desolation. 

' Whether kindness or hatred from the friend — 
Whatever it is, it is acceptable to us; 

The thought of this is nothing 
But a mirror with a picture. 
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> One should not beg for relief from the ointment; 
Even though Ghalib’s whole body 
Is covered with wounds inflicted by the friend. 
Yet he is not a beggar. 


The reflection of her body in the water, 
Trembled in the wave; 

Even the fear of her own glance 
Has produced this effect. 

Search the heart of the nightingale— 

Don’t say it is the dewdrop 
Close to the ear of the rose 
Which is producing these liquid moans. 

By whatever the capital is diminished, 

We have accordingly increased in our ambitions; 
But whatever has emanated from thought, 

Has fallen into danger. 


From her intoxicated glance 
It wishes to fulfill its own desire; 

The simple-hearted mirror 
Pretends to be endowed with vision. 

That has melted our heart, 

And this has produced the fiery breath; 
Our lament is more spirited 
Than our sight. 
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The bud ceased to envy the mouth 
When it blossomed into a rose; 
Seeing that from the face of things 
The veil has been lifted. 

Drunkenness of heart made the eye 

Its trusted confident; 

The ecstatic delight of the veil-holder 
Has become the tearer of the veil. 

. With all that freedom of detachment. 
And with the surrender of his heart, 
Alas, inspite of this, Ghalib 
Is still unaware of his own self. 


^ 43 ^ 

On account of the shame of whose sin 
Has thy beauty donned the veil? 

Her amorous gestures are in peril 
Because of whose burning glance ? 

Intoxicated, she is going to the rose-garden. 
Her face unveiled; 

Due to the effect of whose sighs 

Has the heart of spring become blood-stained? 

j We are friendly towards thee. 

But yet thou art to us a stranger; 

In the end, before thee and God I ask— 

Whose witness is the world ? 
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Because it is full of roses, sweet basil 

And the hyacinth, the edge of the flower-garden 

Is like a sample of the border 

Of whose head-dress? 

I feel envy at the light 
In people’s eyes—knowing full well 
That it is due to the effect 
Of the dust of whose pathway, 

* She is coquettishly asleep beside me, 

But even so am I disaffected 

With jealousy as to whose splendour of beauty 

Might be adorning the surface of the enemy’s thought. 

In a state of ecstasy, I quiver 
At the time of sacrifice— 

But whose fault is it, purposely 
Not to have sharpened the dagger? 


I am restless with the idea 

As to whose glorious manifestation is the heart; 
I am anguished by waiting to see 
For whom her eyes are looking. 

» Her eyes are wet from the heat 
Of the sun of her fairy-like face; 

But I suspected it was due to the effect 
Of somebody’s vaporous sighs. 
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Xhe magic of love has carried away 

The mysterious grandeur of thy graceful beauty; 
In thy stars 

Is the rolling of whose black eyes? 


^ 45 ^ 


t I am dying—but I fear 

That in the excess of her suspicion 
She thinks that the giving up of life 
Is for the purpose of seeking rest. 

If I get drunk much later, in taking wine, 

It is because of the hardness of my soul; 

If in thy coquetry thou art quick in resenting, 
It is due to the delicacy of thy nature. 

If I look at her. 

She thinks that this is impudence; 

If she does not look at me 
I think that it is due to bashfulness. 


^ 46 ^ 

Thy sweet lips are the very soul of salt; 

Whatever I say is with the tongue of salt. 

Thy kindness and thy wrath are forms of coquetry; 
In thy time coquetry itself becomes a mine of salt. 

My speech is my wealth, O Ghalib; 

Salt itself is the jewel in the mine of salt. 
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How great are the disasters 
That are beyond thy surmise; 

Thy heart, slow in showing kindness, 

Is naught but the calamity of Doomsday. 

My heart has been deceived by the covenant 
Of fidelity. Commit thyself in writing; 

Thy promise is welcome, 

Even if it comes not from thy tongue. 

Thy colour is broken by love. 

Which enjoys such beautiful spectacles; 

The spring of the world cannot match 
The colourfulness of thy autumn, 

' Why does my heart have such expectation 
From the silence of thy ruby lips? 

What hast thou said with that tongue 
Which is not in thy mouth? 
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Through coquetry, it is difficult 
For her to be accessible to her own self; 
Like us, she is a prisoner 
In the snare of her own desire. 

Come—for it is the season of spring! 

The roses on the lawn of the flower-garden 

Are more open-faced 

Than the courtesans of the bazaar. 
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The purpose of the creation of the world 
Is naught but Adam; 

Around our central point revolves 
The circle of the seven heavens. 

Ghalib, my sight was dazzled 
By the reflection of her blazing countenance; 
Thou would’st say that our mirror 
Had become a mirage of our vision. 
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Be not afraid of the darkness of the night—■ 
Gome to the assembly of joy! 

The moon is the cotton 
At the mouth of the flask. 

From the look of the window in the wall 
One could say 

That the eye of our abode of grief 
Is waiting for the flood. 

When affinity is strong, O Ghalib, 

Be not punctilious for reverence; 

Hast thou not seen that the arch of the altar 
Has its back towards the Ka’ba. 


^ 50 ^ 

I am proud of that bashful glance 
Which has ravished hearts 
In such a manner, that even 
Her bewitching eye did not perceive it. 


36 



One who is drunk with the desire for recompense 
Has to contend with paradise and hell; 

But he who craves only His munificent grace, 

Does not distinguish between the flame and the rose. 

Ghalib, thou should*st take thy poetry 
Outside India, since here no one discriminates 
Between a stone and a jewel, 

Or sleight-of-hand and a miracle. 
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Every particle is absorbed 
In the splendid vision of that unique beauty; 
Thou would’st say that the magical image 
Of the six dimensions is a mirror-house. 

Helplessly I compromised 

With the indifference of the fowler, 

Thinking the while that the rings 
Of the snare were my nest. 

Thou art bound to the wanderings of thought, 
But if thou can’st free thyself from this, 

Then every world would seem 
But a fable of the other world. 

In the spring season, 

My self-control has broken its rein; 

For the bay horse of passion, 

The vein of the rose is a whip. 
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Every particle in. the path 
Of thy faithfulness is a stage 
In the journey; every drop 
In the ocean of thy thought, a shore. 

Beneath thy veil, how long 

Should I bear the conceited airs of the world? 

I am afflicted by the times, 

And separation from thee is but a pretext. 

When wild madness, like the lovely fair ones. 
Becomes itself the splendour of our sight. 

Then the dust of the pathway, and the whirling wind, 
Are both the tresses and the comb. 


52 ^ 1 ^ 

The drowned one was twisted by the tidal wave. 
But the thirsty drank water from the river; 

One cannot cause hurt to anyone. 

Nor to any can one bring relief. 

High rank is unaware of knowledge. 

And knowledge is indifferent to rank; 

Thy touchstone did not discover the gold. 

And my gold had no wish for the touch stone. 

Whatever the tax-gatherer of time 
Seized openly, he gave not back; 

Whatever the Writer of Fate wrote secretly 
He would not erase. 
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In place of wine, there is liver’s blood; 

Our drunkenness is not obligated to the goblet; 
The laments of my heart are songs for the flute— 
My melody does not require a violin. 

For the devout one the exercise of prostration 
Is alas, his pretentious claim to a pious existence 
Unless the devil robs him on the highway 
He has no wish for an escort of angels. 

There is much debating and wrangling over the 
patrimony; 

Go to the tavernl For there no-one will mention 
The battle of Jamal, nor will any speak about 
The orchard of Fadak. 

' Worship of God was not irksome 
To the profligate, master of a thousand skills; 

But the idol itself did not wish 

The forehead of prostration to be shared by an>. 

He regarded it as slight and vain; 

Thou should’st not attribute it to his humility 
If Ghalib did not seek justice 
From the Arbiter of the sky. 
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I have a heart whose nature 
Is more delicate than the blister; 

I put my foot down gently, 

For the tip of the thorn is also delicate. 
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In the wafting of the breeze 
They fall in pieces; 

Like the patals of the rose, 

For us the door and wall are delicate. 

The eyebrow took the trouble— 

And in like manner turned away, 

Since we happen to be hard-souled, 

And the relish of affliction is most delicate. 


^ 54 ^ 

When the reflection of her lovely form 
Fell in the water, 

The stream, as if it were a mirror. 

Ceased to flow. 

On account of my struggling weakness 
My soul does not snap asunder from my body; 
The reason for my not dying 
Is also my lack of strength. 

The bending of my back shows that my face 
Is turning back towards the past; 

How much in old age are found again 
The stifled desires of youthl 

I have been killed by my own heart; 

But from the oppressors 
Having at one time experienced 
Heart-alluring, I call it kindness. 
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She has cast a glance towards me, 
But with a wrinkle on her brow; 
With such a heavy stirrup, 

How light-reined is she! 


Her coquetry before the mirror 
Keeps it absorbed with her face; 
Her bewitching eye 
Is the door for discerning subtleties. 


With the enemy there is wrath, 

And with me the concealment of the veil; 
How marvellous is heart-ravishing. 

And how wonderful is heart-stealing! 


W*iih all this empty-handedness, 

What profit can one derive from existence? 
In our heavy drunkenness, our occupation 
Is to dance our arms in ecstasy. 


O thou, who in this valley 

Hast given good tidings of the phoenix. 

To me, who cherishes freedom, even its shadow 
Is a heavy weight upon the head. 


The taste for poetry 

Has brought Ghalib out of the assembly; 
He has absorbed himself 
In the style of Zuhuri and Saib. 
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Warm attention to the thought of thee 
Prevented me from voicing my lament; 
My heart has become the fire 
Where smoke remains no more. 

I complain of that tyrannical injustice 
Which fails to reach thy ear; 

Alas for that hopeful expectation 
Whose existence is no more! 

One could deceive the heart 
By promise of thy oppression; 

The boastful pride we had in thy fidelity 
Is now no more. 

The heart manifests the splendour 
Of its skilful art in the assembly; 

The pity it once had for envious ones 
Is now no more. 

In grief for thee my heart has surrendered 
Its wealth to the highway robber; 

Its business now is past all loss, 

And profit is no more. 


56 ^ 

O nightingale, thy heart is not compelled 
T o utter these blood-stained laments; 

Live in tranquillity— 

For thy Iriend is not fond of difficulties. 
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The covenant of fidelity 
Was on thy part infirm; 

Now thou hast broken it, and in the breaking 
Thou hast not suffered any loss. 

Drink wine, and put thy trust 
In the grace of God; 

How and how much is not written 
On the lines of the goblet. 

Ghalib, I swear by God, 

That the end of the rainy season 
Should not be without wine and mangoes, 
Iced-water and sugar-candy. 


^ 57 ^ 

After the turmoil, our life 
Has passed in utter idleness; 

The thread of the lite ofKhizr is no more 
Than a symbol for keeping accounts. 

The drop, the wave, the foam, the whirlpool— 
All are aspects of the river; 

The boast of this T’ and ‘mine* 

Is no more than a curtain. 

The worshippers of form have in vain 
Brought dishonour on themselves; 

What they call splendour of appearance 
Is no more than a veil on reality. 


N 
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From head to foot 

We are the boldness of our own ideas; 
The warp and woof of our existence 
Is no more than twisting and burning. 


Display thy glory; but not to oblige me; 

No less significant am I than a grain of dust; 
Beauty with all its dazzling splendour 
Is no more glorious than the sun. 


^ 58 ^ 

The strength of the wave is determined 
By the boiling rage of the sea; 

The thirst of the sword is quenched 
By the flowing blood of the sacrifice. 

Despite such nearness to her, 

One cannot fulfill the heart’s desire; 

Our thirsty one, on the brink of the stream, 
Is firmly stuck in the mire. 

Why is the reason dazzled 
By the affirmation of His unity? 

Besides existence whatever is, is nothing, 
And whatever is besides God, is false. 

We are surely the essence of ourselves. 

But due to the delusion of duality 
Between ourself and Ghalib, 

Ghalib and ourself are obstacles. 
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A strange condition! There is promise, 

And also denial of favour; 

It is wine, not our life, 

Which can be given twice. 

Between the glorious manifestation, and the tumult 
One cannot remain resigned; 

One who is thirsty for thy vision 
For him even paradise is a mirage. 

The one who, yester-night 

Sucked her sweet lips in drunkenness, 

Today is content 

To fall out with the goblet. 


^ 60 ^ 

Whatever we have shed in weeping 
Counts not at all; 

And whatever we have produced in sighs 
Has passed unheard. 

In the desert of love 
The river of sand still flows; 

How much have the feet of travellers 
Been worn out on the way! 

O God, have mercy 

On the meagreness of my capital! 

My whole life of sin has been destroyed 
By the skill of my request for mercy. 
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I am ashamed of the dexterity of my tears. 
That in the squeezing of my heart, whatever 
We have added by our weeping 
Has caused this overflowing. 

61 ^ 

How wonderful is the grace 
In the purposeful flight of the spring clouds, 
That whatever is in the heart of the wind 
Is manifest on the earth! 

The melting of the breath in longing 
For the vision of her stature, 

Is apparent in the sweat on the face 
Of that graceful beloved. 

The touchstone of the nature of the ancients 
Is manifest in our thoughts; 

The purity of wine is seen from the dregs 
That stick to the bottom of the flask. 


Happy am I that the pain of my heart 
Has cast despondency 
Upon the very marrow of patience; 
This is for me the eternal bliss. 

*Tis bitter to be envious 
Of one’s own passion; 

Happy am I that my heart 
No more has hope of union. 
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All the unfulhlled desires 

That we draw from these ill-fated times. 

Are like the dregs that cling 

To the bottom of hope’s goblet. 

In the midst of His creatures 
Seek God Almighty; 

For the novice of vision, the mirror-house 
Of the world is the school for unity. 


Joy and grief cause bewilderment 
To each other; the light of day 
Came to bid farewell to the dark of night, 
And went away. 

The lightning desired to paint 
Thy full-length portrait, 

But it became the mirror-holder to thy gait, 
And went away. 


On the ground where I sit 
Amid the melody of my ghazal, 

The dust should have the fragrance of the rose, 

And the air should be diffused with musk. 

\ 

Either my desire should not have aspired 
Beyond paradise, 

Or else I should have found 
A suitable refuge for hope. 
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So that those destitute of capital 
Might not in borrowing display conceit. 
The price of the embellishment of speech 
Should be raised high. 


^ 65 ^ 

The beloved and the wine are gone, 

But I am happy with my poetry; 

I have planted a willow tree 
In the now desolate garden. 

Ghalib is a sad angel, 

Who from the intoxication of nearness 
Has brought divine revelation 
In the form of his ghazals. 

^ 66 ^ 

Thou must have heard how Abraham 
Passed unscathed through fire; 

But look at me, that without flames 
And sparks am wholly burnt. 

To hold a touchstone to the glorious vision 
Of thy coquetry, is very cheap; 

See, on the occasion of testing 
I have a thousand times been burnt. 

Today the blossoming rose 
Put me in doubt; perhaps 
On the branch of the rose-bush 
My nest again is burnt. 
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I have no complaints against the flower-seller 
Who is a man of the bazaar; 

But by the uneasy heat of the gardener’s walk 
Have I been burnt. 

What matters it that thou hast come, 

Ardently warm from a meeting with the other; 
All complaints in my heart, and all slanders 
On my tongue have by this been burnt. 

I am proud of my soul, 

Melted by passion; what candles are these 
By which the door-curtain of my clear speech 
Has been burnt? 

The good tidings of ihy coming 
Has roused envy, behind my back; 

By the amazed mirth of the roses 
In the flower-garden have I been burnt. 


^ 67 ^ 

Her existence is all beauty, and my being 
All passionate love; by the ill luck of the enemy 
And the good fortune of the friend, 

I swear that what I say is true. 

Thou should’st hold me dear— 

If not for myself, then for thy sake; 

The merit of the slave 

Proves the gracious excellence of the master. 


49 



It is not that Ghalib expects sincerity 
From worldly folic; but yet he hopes 
That when she asks about him, 

They would say he is alive and happy. 

6S 

She came to me, in privacy. 

But from conceited pride gave me no kiss; 

She went to the assembly and there 
Took payment from the other, for singing. 

The morning bird, close to the face of the rose, 

Is intoxicated with thy scent; 

Vainly in bashfulness before the gardener. 

The forehead of the rose is fresh with moisture. 

I thought that by writing a letter 
The burden of my grief would go; 

When I tied it to the wing 
Of a bird it became unsteady. 

69 ^ 

That she has stolen my heart with her flirtatious ways 
Is both apparent and not apparent; 

Thou must know that in this regard 

It is thee that I suspect, and yet I don’t suspect thee. 

When I tell thee about my grief, 

I am so aroused by passion, 

That from head to foot I become description, 

And yet fail to give description. 
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Thy command is engrained in my life, 

And all my dealings are with thee; 

Without a veil, and behind every veil, 

It passes, and yet it passes not. 

I feel proud of the deception in which 
Thou hast ensnared even men of vision; 

From thy mouth is the message of a kiss, 

And yet thy mouth is non-existent. 

We are filled with remorse for the flower-garden. 
Where spring is so short-lived; 

We are happy with the furnace in which 
There is autumn, yet autumn is not there. 


The wealth of every drop that’s lost 
In the ocean, is a profit 
That resembles a loss, 

But yet no loss is there. 

With every blink of the eye 
Humanity becomes renewed; 

Vision considers that it’s still the same, 
Yet it is not the same. 

In the ferment of spring, the wave of rose 
Is embedded in the branch; 

It is hidden like wine in the decanter, 
And yet it is not hidden. 

A lout by seemingly acquiring power 
Is not made noble; like a stone 
On the pathway, which is heavy 
And yet not of any value. 
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Pull apart my side— 

See the condition of my heart! 

How long must I tell thee 
How it is, and yet how it is not. 

Ghalib, beware! Examine 
Thine own feelings; 

Come out from behind this curtain of logic. 
Where it is like this, yet not like this. 


^ 70 ^ 

Although she has stolen my heart, 

One cannot call her heart-ravisher; 

One has to bear oppression, 

Yet one cannot label her oppressor. 

He gives wine, continuously, 

Yet one cannot call Him saqi; 

All the time He is making idols. 

Yet one can’t call Him Azar. 

In the heat of wondering 

One seeks not shade or a spring of water; 

In our presence make no mention 

Of Tuba and Kausar. 

The secret that is hidden in our breast 
Is not an exhortation; 

It can be told on the gallows. 

But not proclaimed from the pulpit. 
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^ 71 ^ 


I said, “From whom should I ask 
For news of the life that’s past?” 

The Saqi at once poured out 
Ten-year old wine into my glass. 

Her fascinating, drunken eyes, 

Without the effort of a glance, 

Have shed my blood— 

Through the intoxicated outer corner of her eye. 

The waiting-maid adorning 
That God-gifted beauty. 

Scatters roses in the garden 
And sugar-candy in Bengal. 

Liken not the sway of her gait 
To wine, for see— 

It has stolen the lustre 

From the essence of this swift-flowing current. 


^ 72 ^ 

She wished to show her anger with us. 

But found no occasion to do so; 

We asked the friend about the other’s fault. 
But even this could not be asked. 

On the carpet, flowers were in abundance, 
And last night the wine itself was head-strong; 
The cup on its own began to turn, 

But yet it did not circulate. 
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Man took up the trust 
Which the heavens declined; 

He poured the wine on the dust 
When the cup could hold no more. 

Ghalib, what shame that our honour 
Was bound up with our woeful frustration! 
We tried to kill ourself, but yet 
Did not exert ourself enough. 


73 

How base art thou. 

To moan from the pain of separation! 

Dost thou not understand, under this curtain. 
Who is thy accompanist? 

Grief is the key to thy tranquillity; 

O heart, create a tumult! 

If thou dost not melt from this 
Who can unravel thy knot? 

Thou wilt not sell complaints. 

Nor buy blandishments; 

O my heart, my master, whose friend art thou. 
And who can call himself thy friend? 


In waiting for thee 

I am a watchful guardian of my time; 
By the incantations of thy promises, 
Who has bieen deceived? 
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I understand not the meaning, 

O angel, of “Man Rabbaka?” (Who is thy God) 

Ask me instead, “Ghalib, 

Who is thy beloved Lord?*’ 


^ 74 ^ 

In the valley where even 
The staff of Khizr is asleep, 

I go on, travelling on my breast. 

Although my feet are fast asleep. 

With this supplication that I offer thee, 

I have reached the destination of thy coquetry; 

In the shade of the wall of the royal palace, 

The beggar is asleep. 

On the morning of Doomsday, he will arise 
From his grave, mean and black-faced. 

Who, compiaining of his heart-ache and anxiously 
Searching for its medicine, fell asleep. 

The wind is contrary, the night pitch-dark. 

And the sea is lashed by storms; 

The anchor is broken 

And the ship’s master is asleep. 

My heart trembles at the thought of the rosary, 
The prayer-carpet and patched cloak; 

The highway robber is awake 

While the pious and devout one is asleep. 
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The length of the night and my wakefulness 
Are not the whole story; someone 
Should bring news of my fortune— 

Where has it fallen asleep? 

Gaze from a distance, but seek not 
Nearness to the king; 

While beholding, the window is open. 

But at the door a dragon is asleep. 

Everyone who sees the way 
That I am sleeping, knows 
That in the caravanserai, 

The leader of the caravan is fast asleep. 

What happiness could I derive from the safety 
Of the way, and the nearness of the Ka’ba 
When my she-camel is unable to walk, 

And my own feet are fast asleep? 


^ 75 ^ 


Drunkenness shows 
A style of unsteady tottering; 
Alas for the foot 
Whose bane is the head! 

Gaining effect has made the sigh 
Abounding in riches; 

Her unyielding heart 

Is the shop of a glass blower. 
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Not only of my reason and faith 
Hast thou robbed me, but of my heart 
And soul as well; whatever thou hast taken 
From us is a well-known story. 


One cannot bear 

The obligation of the heart; 

Thank God that the laments 
Have remained without effect. 

That sheds the leaves, 

And this scatters the petals of the rose; 
But autumn and spring 
Both pass away. 

Ghalib take hold of thy “less” 

And become “more”; 

The drop, by abandoning itself, 
Becomes a pearl. 
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I tremble in the street of the other; 
In the restlessness of the breeze, 
Hopefully expecting the perfume— 
Wafted from whose attire? 


Thy favour after listening to my complaints, 
Is due to my inordinate aspiration; 

My yearning desire, in the form of laments 
Is caused by whose infinite oppression? 
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* I admit that I have brought with me 
The ways of love to the world; 

But whose heart, ignorant of justice. 

Has introduced this tyranny? 

The lawn of the flower-garden is a sample 
Of thy leisurely company; 

But the dispersal of the morning breeze 
Has connection with whose feelings? 


^ 77 

^ No sparks have flown, nor yet 
Does any ash remain; 

I have been burnt but know not 
In what manner I have burned. 

I am a Kafir of love, and hell 
Is no fit place for me; by the holy zeal 
Caused by the stormy life 
Of •San’an, have I been burnt. 

So that thou should’st not think 
That, fascinated by thee, I went into the fire. 
Through the distress inflicted by the slow-repenting 
Heart, have I been burnt. 


(•San’an was a devout who fell in love with a Christian lady, 
and according to her wishes, agreed to graze her pigs. He 
was willing to do anything to be near her and please her. 
After a vision he again changed his way of life and became a 
very saintly personality with many disciples including Fari- 
duddin ’Attar, the well known poet and mystic.) 
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Through my words, my thoughts 
Become the flower-garden of Khalil; 

And by the reflection of thy radiant face. 

The mirror becomes the shining hand of Moses. 

In searching for the like of thee, 

Vision is vanquished; 

In producing an equal to me, 

The imagination is ailing. 

Ardent desire, in search of thee. 

Causes restlessness in the elements of spring; 

The tumult within my soul 

Makes the limbs of the gentle breeze to quake. 


^ 79 mw 

I am a lover. For me is no question 
Of ignominy or reputation; 

In special cases, the customary practice 
Is no argument. 

He who drinks wine 
With the friend, in privacy, 

Knows full well what is the houri, 

What Kausar and what Darassalam. 

Our heart bears the wounds of affliction, 
wine is the only cure; 

For those who are wounded, what is this talk 
flawful and unlawful? 
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Thou did’st say “The cage is good; 

One can open wings and feathers in it”; 

But tell me, for weariness in the snare’s noose. 
What is .the remedy? 

Virtue comes from Thee, for good deals 
Done by us, we ask no wages; 

If by nature bad—this also is from Thee— 
Then why this vengeance? 

If Ghalib has not sold 

Both his cloak and his Koran, 

Why does he ask in the market, 

“What is the rate for red wine?” 


80 

In private my thoughts 
Opened up the way for prayer; 

But owing to the narrowness of the carpet 
Of the spirit, prayer stuck in my throat. 

What a juggler she is. 

That from me 

She has ravished my heart. 

With its thousand desires. 

The wine comes from the same pitcher. 

But the fortunes of the drinkers differ; 

Jamshed takes his wine in a goblet. 

While the wandering dervish is content with his gourd. 
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If with the help of fear and hope 
I have made firm my faith, 

In manifesting fidelity, my sincerity 
Has become hypocritically two-faced. 


When the porter of paradise 
Offered Ghalib milk and honey, 

The poor fellow returned the same with thanks. 
And snatched from him musk-scented wine. 


^ 81 ^ 

By the side of my grave 
The dust is whirling; 

Still, in the vein of my thought 
There is tumultuous commotion. 

I will not raise my head up from the dust. 
Even when I hear the clarion-call 
For man’s resurrection; still in my sight 
Are the sleep-laden eyes of the beloved. 

From the cold breath of the messanger, 

A reply to my message 

Gan be understood, even though 

My message never reached its destination. 

Let sight-illuminating blandishments 
Be the lot of the enemy! 

Bestow on me, if thou can’st, 

The breast-inflaming scar. 
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Drink the first cup of wine. 

And become the Saqi to thine own self; 
For in the end, if there’s a veil, 

Then ’tis thyself. 


O Ghalib, the rainy season of Hindustan 
Is the true springtime; 

Even in this abode of autumn 
There is a time for drinking wine. 


^ 82 ^ 

In truth, the breath of thy kindness and fidelity 
Is as much involved with my heart 
As the soul is inextricably 
Mingled with the body. 

-• O God, although I am a phoenix. 

Of blessed speech. 

Yet in this world I have the fortune 
Of the crows and kites. 

My breast is inflamed by the tears 
Not scattered on the skirt; 

That thorn, concealed within my tunic. 

Pricks at my liver. 

My heart is dead! What a pity 
That thou dost not even ask about it; 

’Tis an old custom in this world 
To enquire after the mourning ones. 
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Beholding the crowd of roses in the garden 
My desire has killed me; 

Because no room is left, 

And yet thy place is empty. 

Neither is the beloved there to watch the spectacle, 
Nor the lover bereft ofheart, singing his doleful song; 
The rose-bush is destitute of the rose. 

And the nest of the nightingale is empty. 

In the agitation of my heart, 

I fill the fairy in the bottle; 

Of the fascinating air of speech 
My head is empty. 


If the Imam of the city 
Forbids me entry to the mosque, 
Then my place in the blessing of the 
Will not be empty. 


tavern-keeper 


Whose side and shoulders am I filled 
With desire to embrace? 

^at from head to foot, like the crescent moon, 
From within I am hollowed and empty. 


^ 84 m 

In this manner, with what hopes 
Can the heart be bound? 

Between me and her, my yearning desire 
Has become the screen* 
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When thou dost flatter thyself 
By looking on thy reflection in the nurror. 
Thou should’st consider what has befallen 
Our heart through beholding thee. 

^ 85 mm 

We cast the dust of the wayside 
On our bare head; 

He who has a tilted turban 
Seeks the roses. 

Ceremony apart, I am a portion 
Of hopefulness; for despite 
All her unfriendly indifference 
She feels pity for my torments. 

When she is silent, look at the sweat 
On her blazing face; 

To what extent would be 

The tumultuous commotion of her speech. 

Seek not the secret of seeing, 

And speak not about hearing; 

There are pictures in the painter’s brush. 
And melodies hidden in the string. 

mm 86 ^ 

O thou whose nature 

Is quite different from thy face, 

The eyes give more cause 
For hope than the heart. 
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All wish for humility 
And submissiveness. 

Yet he who performs his obligations 
Has more reason to feel afflicted. 

, One cannot complain 
About the nature of the friend; 

The more bitter is the wine, 

The more it pleases. 

If the self assumes a haughty air, 
Then it has attained its end; 

But in fact Ghalib is more humble 
Than his own self. 
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For the manifestation of grace 
No special reason could be found; 

Else to be ashamed of one’s sins 
Should be counted as lack of reverence. 

I fear not to be seized and held 
For the state of ecstasy that I am in; 
The story of Hallaj 
Is still mumbled in undertones. 

I admit that I do not understand 
The secrets of religion— 

But I should be excused; my nature 
Is ‘Ajami, and Arabian my religion. 
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If I deserve not thy attention. 

Yet should there be no argument about my longing; 
Wishing for the philosopher’s stone 
Is the delight of the pauper’s heart. 


One whose faith has been cheated 
By thee, knows all too weU 
That the rose’s perfidy 
Is truly astonishing. 


^ 88 ^ 

The exultation of the spiritually-minded 
Is from Thy tavern; 

The magic of the Babylonians 
Is a chapter of Thy story. 

Why talk of Jamshed and Alexander, 
With their cup and mirror ? 

For whatever has happened in the past 
Is to Thee contemporary. 

It is with Thy understanding 
That we in this world 
Have our footsteps in the idol-temple 
And our forehead on Thy threshold. 


Thou hast set over us 
The sky for our destruction; 

Whatever the robber has from us snatched. 
Does not reach Thy treasury. 
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*Tis no fault of mine, if my thought 
Measures the height of the heavens; 

The swiftness of foot of the steed 
Depends not on Thy whip, 

O thou who art fascinated by the eloquence 
Of the ancient masters of poetry. 

Be not a scorner of Ghalib, 

Who is part of thine own time. 


89 

The story-teller is a stranger— 

Why dost thou shower such affection on him ? 
Grief does not permit all the telling— 

No argument about it ! 

Throw away thy veil in anger. 

Then of this accuse me ! I said only 

That the rose in the flower-garden is fascinating, 

And there’s no argument about it. 
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With her coquettish attire 
She ravishes the heart; 

To open the knot of the friend’s tunic. 
There is no need. 

Look how the flashing flame 
Flies from my breath ! 

Besides this, to listen to my story 
There is no need. 
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One shoitld oneself forego 
The desire to sing; 

To produce so many thousand notes, 
There is no need. 

As thou dost open thy lips. 

The taste has penetrated to my heart; 
To seize a kiss now, from thy lips. 
There is no need. 

Throw in the fire, and behold 

The spectacle of flaming and twisting ! 

To open my letter of grief— 

There is no need. 

ft, 

O Ghalib, the heat of the dust-laden 
Simoon is turbulent enough; 

To reap the hope-sown field. 

There is no need. 


^ 91 

If Thou art moved by pity 
Then fulfill the wishes of thy lovers; 

Else, in our acquiescence 

The power of fate should not be weighed. 

Our intentions are not fulfilled—ask not 
About the unabating joy of the endeavour; 
The eyes are blind, so our 
Unsaleable goods need not be weighed. 
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^ 92 ^ 


Under the veil we hold many a plaint 
Against thee—but their description is nothing; 
The wound of our heart is all mouth, 

But its tongue is nothing. 


O beauty, if thou art not offended by the truth, 
Then there is something I would tell thee; 

All this coquetry—this slender waist 
And tiny mouth—all this is nothing. 


In Thy way, every wave of dust 
Is full of life; • 

In shedding my life, 

I shall suffer no distress. 


• Whatever has fallen from the heart 
Has been compensated by the increase of tears; 
In love, the distinction between profit 
And loss, is nothing. 


O seekers of the world, the conflict 
Is gratuitous, so keep yourselves in agitation; 
Our freedom is nothing, 

And our captivity is also nothing. 


The contingent world is a mirror 

Entire, of being—then what is non-being ? 

As far as the eye can see 

There is only ocean—the shore is nothing. 
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Beneath the veil of the ignominy of Mansur, 
A melodious voice is heard; 

From the solitary recluses 

Of Thy secret we have heard nothing. 


p O Ghalib, rid thyself of the captivity 
Of false notions; I swear by God 
That the world is nothing, and the good 
And evil of the world are also nothing. 


^ 93 

*Ere this, the breeze of spring 
Was not so much intoxicated; 

It is our dew which has made fresh 
The brain of the breath of morning. 


Our speech, in its graceful delicacy 
Is the effervescence of the wine 
That has been thrown aside 
From the cup of the breath of morning. 


Thou should’st recognise the reality of the heat 
In the tumultuous agitation of my being; 

O thou, in whose assembly 
I am as a lamp before the breath of morning. 

Ghalib, today, at the time 
When I took my morning draught, 

I picked these flowers of thought 

From the garden of the breath of morning. 
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^ 94 ^ 
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We have worshipped our own selves 
In becoming our own beloved; 

In such a way have we chalked out 
A new pathway on the road of love. 

From the warp and woof of our lamenting sighs, 
We have made a veil for our beloved; 

From the smoke of our smouldering heart 
We create her amber-perfumed, curling locks. 

From the sweet anguish of our passion 
Our own confidant and minstrel we produce; 
From thorns and flints 
We make our pillow and our mattress. 

We have perfected 

The customs of the Brahmins; 

Come now, O Ghalib, that we may lay 
The foundation of the way of Azar. 


O thou, whose resplendent beauty 
Is insolent in plundering the riches of sight 1 
Thou, whose leisurely stroll is impudent 
In trampling on the heads of lovers ! 

The scar of thy desire 

Is busy with the decoration of the heart; 

The wound of the sword is impudent 
In roaming in the recreation ground of the river. 
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Be carefijl ! The pain 
That has been caused by thy cruelty 
Has made the lamenting sighs impudent 
In displaying their effect. 


Do not take seriously 
The other’s desire for union; 

Here is a mendicant who is impudent 
In begging at doors. 


/ I was happy that the rival 

Could find no chance of meeting her in private, 
When I saw him with a manner impudent. 
Talking with thee in the street. 


Alas for the hand 

That is struggling with the front-opening; 
How impudent it has been 
With her pure skirt. 


What consideration can the distressed heart 
Expect from those tresses 
That are so impudent 
In encircling thy waist. 


The parakeets scatter sweetness 
Before Ghalib, because his lips 
In their utterance are impudent 
In plundering the sugar. 
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^ 96 


I supplicate before that fairy. 

Since to subdue her 

The loving heart does not allow the tongue 
To utter words of magic incantation. 

Call it not madness, 

Nor is it through courtesy to her; 

*Tis only out of self-respect that the body 
Refuses to be friendly with the crafty reason. 

The scent of treasure has lured me 
To choose the wilderness; 

Else madness is not so frivolous as to forego 
The delight of heart-pleasing tranquillity. 

Thou should’st value me, and seek 
To gain my faith, for I am an artless Brahmin; 
One who gives his heart to a piece of stone, 
Would not demur to offer it to thy coquetry. 

What need hast thou for a dagger? 

Ghalib is not one 

Who would hesitate to sacrifice his life 
For delight in the entanglement of his heart. 
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How delightful it is 
To journey on the track of faith; 

At every step the forehead is cast down 
Like a footprint on the path. 
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Thou can’st become 
Thine own paradise 

If thou hast a heart which dissolves in blood 
And washes out the colour of desire. 

On the day of union, in thine arms 
Squeeze me in such a way 
That all unknowing from my lips 
Complaints of thee pour forth. 


In the face of the perplexity 
Of my affairs, through trembling, 

Like the autumn leaves, 

The nail of the knot-opening hand falls off*. 

Youth and piety—what a lack 
Of appreciation of life this shows ! 

Let calamity befall 

The soul of the devout youth ! 
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I am not the one to whose heart 
The idols will wish to bring comfort; 

I am happy with this my destiny— 

That the heart-ravisher is of me suspicious. 

This should be credited to the power 
Of Zuleika*s restlessness, 

That the pathway of the caravan 

Led to the well where Joseph had been cast. 
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I didn’t come—for I was in such ecstasy 
At the time when thou did’st call me; 

Although a thousand times 
I happened to pass by my nest. 
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When anguish is concentrated 
It produces good results; 

It stores the grain in the granary 
And lets the straw fly in the wind. 

O thou, for whose sake is the moisture in the eye, 
The affliction of the breast is also due to thee; 
The glory of anguish is on thy account. 

That anguish which causes delight to the heart. 

O my Saqi, the drunken one upon himself 
Bestows intoxication, but not through wine; 
Whatever he has given, he has forgotten. 

And continues to give more. 

O Lord, who hast given me a place 
In paradise, where is thy mercy ? 

The climate of this open space 
Reminds me of whose street ? 


^ 100 ^ 

The heart, having lost the means of joy 
Is chained to the anxiety for bread; 
When the garden is desolate; it becomes 
A farm for the husbandman to till. 
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I admit that from thy wilful negligence 
My enduring strength draws tribute; 

I cannot be a match 

For the unkind indifference of thy glance. 

Through our frenzied wisdom 
We obtained the fame of Majnun; 

We disclosed the secret of our grief in such a way 
That it remained concealed. 

, My hardship—loving aspiration 
Cares not at all for comfort; 

If the task is easy, then my soul 
Finds it most hard to bear. 

Why dost thou ask the reason 

For my wonderment on beholding thee ? 

Sight has completely lost in ecstasy, 

And is transfixed in the eyelashes. 

All this tumult receives its fiery heat from us 
Look at the hubbub of existence ! 

The resurrection blossoms out from the veil of dust 
That was transmuted into man. 

I exult in the style of my exertion 
In rending, and in the joy this brings me; 

The front opening which becomes the skirt 
Cannot be contained by the tunic. 

O idols, for God’s sake treat the heart 
As something to be circumambulated; 

Alas, what honour will be left for the temple . 
IfGhalib becomes a musalman ? 
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Like the secret which in intoxication 
Slips from the heart, 

Thy fragrance in the spring season, 

Gomes with the gentle breeze. 

I am proud of the profit I obtain 
From the pillage of sorrow caused by thee; 
The breath goes forth, and the sigh 
That has reached its destination, comes. 

I will not divulge the secret of my breast 
With the help of a plectrum; 

When the instrument of the lover is broken 
Then comes reverberating sound. 


^ 102 ^ 

The mirage, shimmering in the desert 
Is of more value than the eye 
Which is without the adornment 
Of the water of tears. 

Thy face has lent colour 
To the heat of perspiration; 

The rose in its delicacy 
Cannot bear the drops of dew. 

Thy rose has speech, and thy narcissus 
Can gaze at the spectacle; 

Thou hast a spring such as 
The world cannot create. 
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Behold thyself. 

And put aside the mirror; 

Thy glance does not care 
Even for itself. 

Ghalib, there is no doubt* 

About the piquancy of this hemistich; 
“Hind is a paradise 
That has no Adam in it”. 


^ 103 ^ 

In this dark night they have given me 
Joyful tidings of the morning; 

They have put out the candle 

And have given me the signal of the sim. 

^ They have opened up their face 
And have closed my babbling lips; 

They have ravished the heart 
But given me two expectant eyes. 

The fire-temple has been burnt down by fire. 
And out of it they have given me fiery breath; 
The idol-temple was laid waste, and they have 
bestowed on me 

The clamorous lamentation of its gong. 

They have plucked the pearls 

From the banners of the kings of Ajam, 

And in place have given me 
A treasure-scattering pen. 
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They have carried away the crown 
From the head of the Turks, descended from Afrasayab; 
They have given me speech which has the bearing 
Of the splendour of the Kayanian kings. 


They have broken the pearls of the crown 
And have fastened them to wisdom; 

Whatever they have taken openly, 

Clandestinely they have given.back. 

Whatever they have plundered 
From the wealth of Pars, 

They have given me back 
In the form of a tongue to moan. 

O Ghalib, from the very beginning 
I am in fear and danger; 

My fate is from Sagittarius 

And they have given me reckoning under Cancer. 
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Why should they hold out 
Separate standards for lust and love ? 
God forbid that the ways of tyranny 
Should altogether vanish from the world ! 

I am a part of the universe, 

And more than its entirety; 

Yet I am non-existent 

Like the hair-thin waist of the lovely ones 
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For ageless aeons the sky must turn 
Until, with liver burnt. 

From the tribe of fire-breathers 
One like me shall arise. 


O Ghalib, if I should describe in detail 
All the oppression of my kinsmen, 
Surely the law of hope 
Will disappear from the world. 


105 ^ 

* There is something I must say, 
Although she knows not how to hear it. 
There is a morning to my night. 

Which knows not how to dawn. 


How can one free oneself from shackles; 

And how escape from the snare ? 

We are like the deer 
That knows not how to flee. 

We receive the pleasure of sight 
From her message; 

Thy yearning one knows not 

How to distinguish between seeing and hearing. 
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With all thy coquetry. 

Unveil thyself; think not 

That we have the eyes of the mirror 

Which knows not how to see. 
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My desire is taking 

The red wine from the pitcher, 

Since it knows not 

How to request the cup from the Saqi. 

Ghalib has fashioned himself in accordance 
With the delight in grief caused by thee; 

Thou would’st say he has become a heart entire, 
And yet cannot define his restlessness. 
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Each moment, in sheer delight, my heart 
Stirs in agitation; behind the veil 
There is a tendril of the vine 
Which sways even without the breeze. 

Through envy I wallow in blood, 

But in delight I dance 
When I see the moving axe 
In the hand of Farhad. 

O Ghalib, thy pen 
Reveals the breath of Jesus, 

When it moves 

In a manner God-bestowed. 
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^ Fair beauties, do nothing 
That will hurt anyone; 

She has ravished our heart, now let us see 
What else we shall receive from the beloved. 
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^ Our objective in the temple and the Ka’ba 
Is nothing but the friend; 

Wherever we offer adoring prostration 
It reaches to that threshold. 


I will not come down 
For the bait in the snare, 

But thou mayest place the cage 
So high that it will reach my nest. 

I said that the first arrow shot 
Has missed the aim; 

Alas, if the second arrow 
Should also miss the target. 


I am not so abject 
That again I will believe 
The good news of union with thee 
Even ifit comes from the heavens. 
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Behold the envious pride of faith 
In the place for presenting claims of resignation 
See in what manner all are hurrying 
Pell-mell to the desired goal! 

'i'lic son puts his throat 
Beneath the knife of his father; 

While the father undergoes 
The trial of Nimrud’s fire. 
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* Consider him not culpable—that profligate 
Who says that “I am God*’; 

The Beloved displayed Himself openly, 

Although the guardian was jealous for His honour. 

I am honoured by the distinction shown. 

That He has overlooked my sins; 

With others it was on the plea for mercy 
While with us it was despite our pride. 

On the Day of Resurrection, the intensity 
Of my heart’s pain remained concealed; 

Let that lamenting cry be blood, which 
At the same pitch as the clarion call, is uttered. 

The heart came from Thee, and yet 
Thou art accusing us on that account, 

And at the first bid have taken from us 
Whatever we owned of the stock of awareness. 
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The thought of the friend 

Has been so constricted in my breast, 

That tonight I felt ashamed 
Of the plaints yester night. 

I offer myself as sacrifice to this gesture 
Of His gracious mercy, that, wearing the attire of 
spring, 

He came to the wine-tippling profligates 
To offer apology. 
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^ So far as union with the friend is concerned, 

I am content in merely receiving the message; 
I have experienced the autumn of the eyes 
And now the spring of the ears has come. 

I am a martyr to thine eye 
Which speaks so delightfully; 

Now should’st thou be enamoured 
Of my lips, which speak so silently. 

Beauty is thy wealth, 

And eloquence is mine; 

The spring adds decoration 
To the shop of the flower-seller. 
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^ Jn love one must be indifferent 

To both the worlds; one should destroy 
All worldly desire and melt reality, 

In one’s own being. 


On the bosom of aspiration 

Should the ready-money of delight be spilled; 

On the soul of complaint 

One should embroider negligence. 


* Like the lips, one should not indulge 
In idle talk about loving desires; 
Like the heart, one should hoM 
A curtain of privacy over secrets. 
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One should make preparation 
To lay waste one*s own self, 

And then partake in all 
The transactions of coquetry. 

When love flutters its wings, 

One should wax great in oneself; 

And when blandishment is manifest in glory, 
One must show supplication. 

In the courtyard of the tavern 
One can stagger drunkenly; 

In the corner of the monastery 
One should devote oneself to prayer. 

One cannot live, wallowing 
In the blood of the joy of sight; 

One should be a martyr 
To those long eyelashes. 

Seek thy sight 

From the awakened eye; 

The mendicant prefers to beg 
At doors which are wide open. 

O Ghalib, what honour 

Wilt thou have from the pleasure of freedom ? 

Thou, who art so fond 

Of all the good things of the world. 

112 ^ 

In dread of thy nature. 

My breath has become like a twisted thread; 
The glance from the heat of thy face 
Resembles hair that has been signed by fire. 
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Thou would’st say that through the effervescence 
Of the heart, its roots are still in water; 

On the eyelashes the drops of blood 
Resemble ungathered flower-buds. 

From the tulip and the rose 

Stifled desire for thy loving ways 

Is set in agitation; the flower-bed 

Resembles the resurrection of blood-stained hearts. 

Happy is she who is ravished 

By her own eyes, reflected in the mirror; 

From the warmth of its ardour, the glance 
Resembles a hunter who has sighted the deer. 


Dust rising from the pathway 

Reaches to the highest point of the crystalline 
heavens; 

Through the heat of my wild madness, the wilderness 

Resembles a tormented heart. 

Wherever thou dost walk so gracefully, thou would’st 
say 

That the glorious manifestation has become a part of 
us; 

Through holding a mirror to desire for thee, 

The heart resembles an eye. 


Why should there be the anguish of despondency 
When grief for thee is life-augmenting ? 

The body, intoxicated in thy lane, 

Resembles a tranquil soul. 
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spring with its colour and fragrance, in the court 
Of her glorious coquetry, resembles those beggars 
Who pick up the money scattered in the street 
To guard her against evil. 


The rival has misled her 
From the path; behold my faithfulness I 
The dust of her street, in my eyes, 
Resembles eyelashes that clog the sight. 


The world is but the smoke of madness. 
Which Ghalib wards off from himself; 
Thou would’st say that the vault of heaven 
Resembles a distracted head. 


113 ^ 

I am happy with the thought of thee, 
That has rid me from twisting torment; 
It has freed me from the distress 
Of the stifled desire for sleep. 

I am proud of thy glance, 

Which in the intoxication of coquetry 
Has freed me from feeling the difference 
Between kindness and anger. 

O Saqi, I desire from thee one glance, 
So I may know from which goblet 
Came the wine that has freed me 
From the captivity of the obscuring veil. 
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I am proud of the precious worth of my endeavour 
To be absorbed in astonishment. 

Which has freed me from the limits 
Of the desolate temple of the world. 


The boat, broken by the blows of the waves, 
Has destroyed me 
By throwing me into the fire 
When it freed me from the water. 


^ 114 

By the side of my heart, my soul in love 
Is agitated by separation from thee; 

Like the bird that sees its nest 
Being burnt, and trembles. 

At the time of union, my state is like the thief 
Who has found his way to a treasure trove; 

In his heart there is fear 
Of the guard, and he trembles. 

O heart, what else can’st thou hope 
To obtain from this simple-hearted sweatheart; 
If thou dost kiss her mouth, 

She trembles. 


With fluttering eyelashes thou dost resemble 
The hot glance of intoxication; 

From this bow, inadvertantly. 

The arrow is shot, and she trembles. 
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One would find no ecstasy in the preacher 
When tasting the delight of soft melody. 
But when ho thinks of his death, 

Sudden and unforeseen, he trembles. 


Alas, the shame of the mean money-changer, 
From whose shop, unexpectedly 
People bring counterfeit coins, 

And he trembles ! 


If there is no madness in the distracted head 
Of Ghalib, then why does he shed his life ? 
And why, when he prostrates his forehead 
On her threshold, does he tremble ? 


^ 115 ^ 

Those who are yearning* 

For union with the friend 
Must melt themselves. 

And so become one with her. 

The mad one, with no means 
For obtaining thread, pulls out one thread 
From his front opening, so he may mend 
The rent in his garment. 


The blood of a thousand * 
Innocent victims is on the neck 
Of those who say 
That the beauties do good. 
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One whose lips are parched with thirst 
Considers the mirage to be a stream of water; 
It is only natural if the existence of things 
Is seen with exaggeration. 


In the inordinate desire for sight of thy face, 
The spring itself is intoxicated; 

If one smells the mouth of a fh>wer-bud, 

Thy fragrance comes. 


Ghalib cannot be stained 
With the mark of hypocracy; 
That patched robe is clean 
Which has been washed in wine. 


^ 116 ^ 

When I tell thee what passes 
In my love-sick heart, because of thee, 
Look at the glass; and see 
What the hard flint does to it. 


My dust has become a mirror-house 
In waiting for her; then why 
Is she going to the flower-garden 
To enjoy the spectacle ? 

Although we have not seen 
The splendour of thy face in the goblet. 
Yet why does our heart, all inadvertantly 
Slip from its place, in its desire for wine ? 
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For us who have been fascinated 
By the delightful taste of thy tyranny. 
Why is there again this talk 
About kindness and consideration ? 


The seven skies are in constant motion. 
And we are trapped between them; 

O Ghalib, do not ask any more 
What happens to us. 
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All the time the heart is suffused in blood, 

And then pours it forth from the eyes; 

But it cannot fulfil the obligations 
Imposed by hidden sorrow. 

If thou art a brave wayfarer, 

Do not seek restful comfort; 

In this valley, if the thorn is removed from the foot, 
Then the foot comes not out from the skirt. 

My bier, lifted up on the shoulders of men. 

Is a warning for the pure-hearted; 

One who stays in the street of the beloved 
Cannot come out of it on his own feet- 

O passion for unity, pull Ghalib 
From the assembly of the debate; 

Our simple Turk cannot successfully 
Compete with these doctors of theology. 
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^ 118 ^ 

Glad am I that on the way to the Ka’ba 
I have with me no travelling provisions. 

Since being unencumbered, my foot does not stumbh 
On the thorns of the mimosa tree. 

I am a writer and a poet, a profligate 
And a good companion—I am a man of many skills. 
Yet in spite of this I admit that thou hast no mercy 
On my lamentations and my sighs. 

Ghalib, I have no wine; if thou dost see him 
Drunk upon the highway, in the early morning. 

Thou must know that he is not coming 
From his own bed-chamber. 
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When thou dost walk upon the earth, 
The earth becomes the sky; 

He is blessed with the delight of paradise 
Who sits beside thy pathway. 

My lips are so full of thy name. 

That if I kiss a flower-bud. 

It would become at once 
The precious stone of thy seal. 

When it thinks that it is not that. 

Then it diminishes in shame; 

The moon waxes big so that 
It might become thy forehead. 
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Hundreds of resurrections 

Are melted and mingled together, 

In order to provide the leaven 
For the tumultuous heart. 

I bring the heat of agitation 
Of my anguished heart, and say, 

Alas, what must I do to convince thee 
Of my grief at our separation ? 

Through my poetry, I twist 
And turn, and feed on sorrow; 

I should like to seize the heart from the other 
If I should find there any grief for thee- 

Thy glorious manifestation only penetrates 
The heart that has awareness; 

1 fall in the fire if I find 
Someone else friendly to thee. 

I have given away my eyes and my heart, 

So that the excellence of my art might be admired; 
Who is there like one, thy all-knowing 
And all-perceiving one ? 

What is infidelity, and what is faith, 

Except the contamination of the conceit of being ? 
Purify thyself, O purify thyself, so that 
Thy unbelief may become religion. 

O Ghalib, thy nature 

Is made from the scorching heat of hell; 

Alas for the breath 

That will be thy last breath ! 
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^ 120 ^ 


The heart is setting itself on hre, 

Owed no obligation to the skirt; 

I am pleased with the sigh 
Which is both fire and wind. 

Thou hast again gone from thy place, 

At the persuasion of the glib-tongued rival; 

We are obligated to our fate 

That thou dost remember our silence. 

How strange that the conflagration of the flames 
Should burn the dry as well as the wet; 

Love imparts the same colour 
To the slave and to the free. 
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Last night I complained in thy presence 
About the vicissitudes of my fortune; 
My eye was turned towards the sky, 

But my address was to thee. 

I like the knot 

Which is tied to my affairs; 

It is the self-same knot 
Which knits thy brow. 

No wonder the Creator himself was lost 
In making the impression of thy mouth; 
He Himself was bewildered 
By the loveliness of thy face. 
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With my flame*throwing breath, I am burning 
Paradise, so that the rivals may not know 
That it is situated 
At the end of thy street. 

The coming of the spring breeze 
Made me suspect 

That those flowers and buds were following 
The caravan of thy scent. 


Even before the waiting-maid 
Gould teach ill-manners, 

The impression of every blandishment 
Was reflected in the mirror of thy lap. 

After his death, the tulips and the roses 
Are blossoming by his grave-side; 

How great, in the heart of Ghalib, 

Was the desire for thy face ! 
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I offer both my heart and faith 
As thy price; heaven forbid that whatever 
Remains from this transaction of madness 
Thou should’st consider as a debt. 


In my passionate love for thee. 

Yes, I became a sun-worshipper; 

The deer turns its heart away from Majnun 
So it may live with Laila. 
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Before thee, the peacock 
Doet not display its splendour; 
In thy flower-garden 
It is like the fabled phoenix. 

He must become an instrument 
For the ill-fame of the robber, 
That sick wayfarer 
Who, wearied, lagged behind. 


^ 123 

If I tell her of my suffering 
She thinks it a form of comfort; 

She draws no distinction between the dark day 
And the shadow of the wall. 

Death is difficult, 

But still harder is the thought 

That although I die, she does not consider 

That this is difficult. 

Ghalib, the wine-cup is unlawful 

For that drinker 

Who in his thoughtlessness 

Knows not the measure of his speech. 

^ 124 

She gives wine to all those 
Invited to the banquet; 

But when my turn comes, in the assembly. 
Pointing at me, she spills the wine. 
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For the jo^ of tastitig the wine, 
My mouth waters; 

The yet untaken wine 
Pours from my mouth. 


^ 125 ^ 

If that which passes before the sight 
Does not pierce the heart, 

Then how excellent 

Is the passing of one’s life in travel ! 

Enjoy the favours of union with the friend 
With patient endurance; 

The thirsty one is drowned 
If the water passes over his head. 

Gbalib, I am under no obligation 
To my friends, and I am happy 
That my affair is beyond the help 
Of the provider of remedies. 
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Offer not wine to the devout! 

To this tribe 
Wine is not equal 

To the brackish water of Zam-Zam. 


The venerable master thinks of paradise 
As his long-desired patrimony; 

But woe to him, being his progeny. 

If he does not follow Adam. 
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High minded^ 

1 get no thrill from intoxication; 

Even if the wine is from Jamshed’s tavern, 
It is not mellowed enough for me. 


Whatever thou dost see in this world. 
Is a link of the chain; 

There is hardly any place 
Where these circles do not meet. 
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Freedom is a musical instrument. 

But it emits no sound; 

On whatever path we have passed by. 
There is no echo ©four foot-fall. 


There is love and weakness. 

Beauty and intoxicated arrogance; 
Oppression and iniquity I cannot endure, 
And she has neither tolerance nor fidelity. 

Happy is he 

Who abandons his heart to pain; 

The sown-field of the world is a meadow, 
With no boundary. 

Squeeze thy being until thou art 
Intoxicated by the inner wine; 

In our close assembly 

There in no room for the goblet. 
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O grass of the wayside, why should’st thou lament 
At the violence of man’s footsteps ? 

In the usage of this world 

There is no blood-money even for the rose. 

In the inner tumult of his heart 
A hundred melodies are bom; 

But one would say that the afflicted lover 
Can produce no sigh to reach the goal. 

Every opening verse of my poem 
Is a lament, falling from my pen; 

My musical instrument has no sound 
Except the melody of love. 

One who sheds his life in grief for thee, 

Death shall not overtake him from behind; 

One who throws his body to disaster. 

Need have no fear of that calamity. 

Have mercy on thyself, I told her— 

Or else, thou dost know best; 

I have a heart which has no more strength 
To ensure oppression. 

On account of her conceited vanity 
Her kindness itself is like 

International negligence; O God, let her not exercise 
Oppression on me anymore. 

She has black eyes, 

And she will never look at us; 

She has a face fair as the moon, 

But it is not for us. 
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The flower>bud resembles thy ruby lips. 
But it does not speak; 

The narcissus in like thine eyes. 

But has no blushing modesty. 

Its water melts the earth. 

And its rain is like hot vapour; 

By the death of Ghalib, I declare 
That Delhi’s climate is no good ! 
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Of the canal of milk, and the pleasures ofKhusrau, 
No trace is left, 

But the sense of honour 
Still taunts Farhad. 

To the piercing eyelashes and to the lancet 
I owe no obligation; 

The wave of blood which surges in the heart 
Springs from God-given anguish. 

There’ll be no more delay 

In the caravan of colour, than the time it takes. 

For the rose to sip one cup 
In the shade of the box-tree. 


Ghalib, the tears from thine eyes 
Have seized the whole world; 
There is a wave of the river Tigris 
That strikes Baghdad. 
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They have prescribed abstinence from wine 

At all costs, but truly 

They have told a most expedient lie. 


O Ghalib, they regard thee as a Muslim 
In the temple of the Magi, but truly 
They have told a most expedient lie. 


130 ^ 

Alas for the skill of the Saqi 
In handling men of vision; 

He gives wine to each, according to the measure 
And proffers the cup in his coquettish style. 


I do not recognise 

The head from the foot of my endeavours; 
Every moment the sky manifests 
That the end is just the beginning. 


The keepers of secrets have pressed it 
Into the tone of the flute and the pipe; 
Since the lament wished to disclose 
The cruelty of her coquetry. 


Every breeze from thy street 
That passes by my dust. 
Reminds me of the agitation 
Of the galloping steed of life. 
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^ 131 ^ 

The breeze is shedding blood 
Through the effect of my sighs; 

Who, through the efforts of his vision 

Can guide his footsteps to the door of the friend ? 


We have become the mirror for thy coquetry; 
Now give the order that yearning desire 
Should bring the happy tidings of thy vision 
From our side back to thee. 


The dust of the friend’s pathway 
Is cast upon my head, so it might 
Carry my heart’s unfulfilled desire 
To adorn the turban. 


Ghalib pretends to have attained 
The annihilation of the self, but yet 
He has no peace of mind; by Thy grace 
May he be guided from speech to action. 
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O heart, be not aggrieved 

If the work is hard; when it gets out of hand, 
Then it goes easily. 


Except in his poetry, where is infidelity 
And faith ? His poetry permeates 
Both infidelity and faith. 
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Our despondency is not affected 
By the revolution of the times; 
The day that has been darkened 
Has no morning and no evening. 


I kiss the lips of the heart ravisher, 

But dare not bite them; 

My heart is soft—it does not have the courage 
To fulRll this desire. 


Because of thee, every particle of my dust 
Is dancing in the air; 

Truly the madness of love 
Has no end. 


Cast thyself into calamity, so that no more 
Thou mayest feel dread of calamity; 

The bird in the cage does not suffer 
The distress of the snare. 


Look at the nightingale in the flower-garden. 
And the moth in the assembly; 

Love finds no satisfaction, 

Even in union. 


Each drop of wine is poured 

According to the ambition of the drinker- 
The tavern of grace ’ 

Has no barrels of goblets. 
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^ 134 ^ 

What effect can that speech produce 
Which comes not from the heart ? 

May the tongue be cut 
Which sheds no blood ! 

The Saqi is wise. 

The wine is strong—but through bad temper 
1 became angry if the cup of wine 
Was not heavy enough. 

I am forgetful of self, but desire respite 
To return again to myself; 

Then I require no other present 
Except the thought of the friend. 

Both the expectation of the lustful 
And my stilled desire 
Have'been increased by the news 
That grief is not eternal. 


^ 135 ^ 


The idols of the city 

Are the sovereign rulers -but they are cruel; 
They are the instructors of the whole world 
In the ways of oppression. 

They ravish the heart in such a manner 
That none can suspect them; 

Oh those ensconced behind the veil. 

How well they can hide their intentions i 
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They are not concerned for the sown fields. 

Nor for the crops, nor for the orchard and the garden; 

It is for the sake of drinking wine 

That they are well-wishers of the wind and rain. 


She regrets her promise; 
To banish her remorse 
The hopeful lovers 
Wish for their own death. 


Behold the antimony— 

Then turn the page and hold thy breath; 
Don't see that those with bewitching glances 
Have black deeds. 


O Ghalib, how can’st thou, with this pretence. 
Escape from the evil eye ? 

Do not repeat that there are thousands 
Like me in the world. 


^ 136 

On that day when each one 
Will be questioned about his deeds. 
Would to God that we should also 
Be asked about our stifled desires. 


Thou hast said that it is wrong 
To harbour the wish to behold thee; 

But ‘tis an error that will be committed. 
Even on.the Day of Retribution. 
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What delight can there be for the traveller 
Who encounters no pricking tho^s ? 

Go not to the Ka’ba 
If the path is too safe. 

If there is one who knows my language. 
Then bring him here; 

The stranger in the city 
Has so many things to say. 
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In thy unkindness, I recognise 
The role of my own fortune; 

If I have roses in my skirt. 

Then I tremble for the lot of the rose-garden. 

When it boasts of its colour and fragrance. 
Assuredly it will have dispute with me: 

Bven when my tongue is with the flower-garden. 
Yet my heart is still with her. 
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Many a time the rose’s 
Blazing countenance has tempted 
The compulsive desire of the moth 
To fly to the tip of its branch- 
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I am proud of the deception 
Of reconciliation with her; 

Ghalib went, unsuccessful, but brought 
A hopeful heart from thy street. 


^ 140 ^ 

Happy am I that no security 
Is there in my affairs; 

Like the wave which every moment. 

In breaking itself, speeds its own flow. 

Happy the day when, intoxicated, 

I struggle with her skirt; 

Sometimes she pulls me by the hand 
Sometimes holds me with my tearful eyes. 

^ 141 ^ 

The grace of her coquetry is such 
That in heart-ravishing 
She hides in amorous playfulness 
Her ways of self-displaying. 

I seek the fulfilment 

Of desire from that exquisite beauty— 

She who when sitting 

Is as lively as when walking. 

For us, the ill-fortuned— 

In our mirror the image 
Of the reflection of the parrot 
Resembles rust. 
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What should it reckon. 

Except the knot of grief in the heart— 

That tongue which remains 
Bound in the shackles of speech. 

^ 142 

Whatever the world has done to me 
Is out of envy; 

It saw my delight in being wounded, 

And made me infamous. 

Indeed, in my distraction. 

My hand became unfit for use; 

While breaking one shackle 
It has fastened another. 

That sage was short-sighted 

Who said that one should not always believe 

In the principle of compulsion 

Beyond one’s capability. 

Despondency is lack of faith in Thee, 

And with this Thou art not pleased; 

But my despondency has again 
Made me hopeful of Thee. 


^ 143 ^ 

I am desirous of that Saqi, 

The heat from whose delightful gait 
Keeps the wings of the long-necked flasks 
Fluttering like sacrificed peacocks. 
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My heart dances for joy 

In the loop of the snare of disaster; 

Indeed it thinks itself 
In the curls of her tresses. 

I said—*‘For God’s sake this is not the time 
To visit the sick ! Leave Ghalib to his fate; 
Now his soul is hanging on his lips 
And he has many stories on his tongue”. 


^ 144 » 

I desire that fairy who is very pure 
But also very arrogant; although subdued 
By incantation, she was not content 
With the piety of the exorcist. 

I seek justice ! On the Day of Judgement 
I was shamed when it was said, 

“Look at this stubborn fellow 
Who was not content with the command of the 
friend”. 

The favours of the heart-ravishers are common, 
But one should not set one’s heart on them; 
Don’t consider that lover her favourite 
Who is not content with disappointment. 

O father, do not dispute with me— 

Look at the son of Azar; 

One who becomes a man of vision 

Is not content with the religion of his elders. 
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I asked the intellect—*‘Tell me 
What is the sign of a wise man ?’* 
It replied “One whose speech 
Is consistant with his actions”. 


mm 146 ^ 

I died on account of my constancy, 
While the rival fled away; 

One of her lips is honey. 

And the other sugar-candy. 


Whatever has arisen 
From the foolishness of the world, 
We have turned into provision 
For our joy, and have drunk wine. 


Thou hast not fulfilled my desires, 
So why dost Thou count my sins ? 
Poor Ghalib does not deserve 
Such courteous attention. 


^ 147 ^ 

We have reached thy lane. 

Which is the place to spend one’s life 
In kissing the ground 
Where thy feet have trod. 



It is light-headedness 
To beg for joy; 

Happy is the heart 

Made great through sorrow. 
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It was becoming 
For us both, that destiny 
Endowed me with elegant speech, 
And gave to thee a beauteous face. 


Again the Saqi has carried me 
From the mosque to the tavern; 
The wine was a mere cup or two. 
But he deceived me with a pitcher. 


149 ^ 

Since thy amorous glance 
Nullifies the spell of magic, 

So disaster wrought by the robber 
Is diverted from the caravan. 


How the spring desires 
To absorb the colour of thy face ! 
Thus, moment by moment 
It turns the leaves of the Judas tree. 


Ill 
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When there is no news 
From the captives of the garden. 
Even the gathering up of the net 
Shakes my nest. 

O Ghalib, I have feigned madness; 
How good it would be 
If the friend puts in motion 
The chain of trial. 
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If I have gone from thy street, 

It has not been easy for me; 

This story thou can’st hear 
From the tongue of dear friends. 


I have an ardent desire for company, 
Through my sighs I have abandoned envy; 
Let the thorns of thy pathway 
Prick the feet of dear friends- 


Like the eye, from end to end 
The heart is thirsty—for whose sight ? 
Let it become blood and trickle 
From the root of every hair. 


112 



^ 152 ^ 


The scar of our heart continued 
To scatter flames, even in old age; 

Although the night has ended 
Yet the candle is not extinguished. 

On the day when they concealed 

Strength in the wine and moaning in the flute. 

They gave no thought to the work 

Of the intellect and understanding. 

If they have made a scar 
And given increase of pain, 

So I am proud that in the bustling tumult 
They have not forgotten me. 


^ 153 

Think that it is due to modesty 

And not to tyranny; if that essence of coquetry 

Does not visit the grave 

Of the martyr to her cruelty. 

If one drop of blood falls, thou dost consider 
That it makes invalid thy sacred ablution. 
While we pour forth a torrent of blood 
From our lashes, and yet retain our purity. 

Understand the mysterious allusions. 

For every point has its own graceful elegance; 
The initiated is he who without a signal 
Does not venture on the path. 
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The devout one is not concerned 
About the houri of paradise, 

Except that his lustful desire might ravish her 
Yet leave her virginity intact. 


^ 154 ^ 

Why dost thou ask from which seed 
All these scars have sprung ? 

Bring out the heart from my breast 
And take it to the tulip-planters. 

Thou art remorseful of thine own blandishment; 
Leave those that are heavy-souled, and ask 
From those willing to surrender hearts, 

And take tranquillity from the restless. 


^ 155 ^ 

I am proud of the rules of grace 

Which in its ardour, as a candle 

And a lamp for the dark night of the desert waste, 

Creates the spring. 

For the coquetry of thy nature, 

Autumn is well-versed in ceremonies, 

And for the beauty of thy countenance. 

Spring is the mirror-holder. 

Through sorrow caused by thee 

My madness is the rouge on the cheek of awareness; 
In thy pathway, for the tresses of the flying dust. 
Spring is the comb. 
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For thy associates, the flower-garden 
Is a border on the carpet, 

And for thy martyrs. 

Spring is the candle for their graves. 


From thy musk-scented curling locks 
The breeze diffuses fragrance; 

For thy colourful countenance. 
Spring applies the rouge. 


Wild madness appears in the dust 
Of the fluttering wings of colour; 
Having fled from the ambush. 
Spring is the prey. 


From love comes the heat 
Of beauty’s tumult in the world; 

For the clamour of the nightingales, 
Spring is the collector of commotion. 


It will scatter thorns in the pathway 
Of those stricken by madness; 

Else in the mountains and the wilderness 
Spring serves what purpose ? 


O Ghalib, one can obtain 
From the drops of dew, 

That which from envy of my breath 
The spring seeks to squeeze. 
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^ 156 ^ 


Come, see the ardour 
Of my desire to gaze at thee; 
Behold me, like tears, trickling 
From the tips of the eyelashes. 


Thou didst draw aside from me 
For my fault of restless agitation; 

Now come, visit my grave. 

And behold how restful I have become. 


My work is past all remedy; 

Thou should’st feel ashamed at the other’s envy. 
In the assembly of thy union. 

Behold my absence. 

I have heard it said that thou wilt not look at me, 
But yet I am not despondent; 

I have heard of thy not seeing me, 

Now behold how I have heard it. 


The grain has sprouted, and grown into a tree, 
And birds build their nest therein; 

But in expectation of the phoenix. 

Behold my spreading of the snare. 


Thou art not aware of the supplication 
Of those with stifled desires; 

Become my glance, and behold 
How furtively I am looking at thee. 
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If thou hast desire 
For the spectacle of the rose-garden, 
Then come and behold the condition 
Of my restless wallowing in blood. 


It is the tyranny of the comb 
That hair was broken from the tip 
Of those tresses; behold how in remorse I bite 
The back of my hand with my teeth. 

Thou should’st become my spring 
And find me in full bloom; 

Come to me, in privacy, and behold 
How I drain the cup of wine. 

Thou did*st not do me justice ! 

Through love-sickness I gave up my life; 

Now I demand redress 

For the manner of thy indifference. 

O Ghalib, I will not be courteous 
Without first receiving courtesy; 

Behold how I bend in the shadow 
Of the inclining curve of her sword. 


157 

Ask the people for the reckoning 
Of my acts of fidelity to thee; 
And remember the innumerable 
Oppressions done to me. 
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Tell me, what did my soul 
See in thy intoxicated eyes ? 

Remember what happened to my head 
Because of thy curling ringlets. 

My lamentations and plaints 
In the dark shadow of thy tresses— 

Remember this, and also the moment when my heart 
Fell into the well of thy chin’s dimple. 

Weigh thine own amorous playfulness with me 
Against what happened to me in consequence; 
Remember my coming to ihy assembly 
Without receiving thy invitation. 

Thou hast a thousand 

Wounded and afflicted ones in this world; 

Remember one, Ghalib, 

Who is both afflicted and wounded in body. 


158 ^ 

Separated from the friend, 

Profusely we strewed the dust on our head; 
Even though on that pathway 
A hundred streams were flowing. 

The welling of m>' tears is impelled 
By the stifled desire for her sight; 

My glance is the lustre 

Which is wound around the pearl. 
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What can the friend give 
Of paradise or hell, since already 
I possess the luxury of delight in thought of thee. 
And the scar on my liver. 

It grows so much that it can no longer 
Be contained within the garden, 

That cypress, which through desire for thee 
They press to their bosom. 

The lifetime, which, in passionate longing 
For thee, had become the treasure of grief, 

Behold now we have given it 
For thee to enjoy. 

The minstrel is reciting the ghazal, 

And Ghalib listens; O Saqi from the circle of friends, 
Take away the wine, 

And all its paraphernalia. 


^ 159 

O heart, from the rose-bush of hope. 
Bring me a sign; 

If a fresh rose is not available 
Then bring me an autumn leaf. 

O ardent love, through dread of grief, 
My heart has not opened, 

Bring for me some disaster 
From the source of tumult. 
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O fate, I admit 

That I am not the target. 

But at least, sometime, bring me that arrow 
Shot from her bow that has missed its aim. 

O thou, who hast brought 
No love-letter from her hand, 

The news of union given verbally 
Brings me this from her tongue. 

O thou, in grief for whom 
Everyone has jealously given his life, 

Kill me not through jealousy, 

But bring to me the grief of all the world. 

O God, thou hast brought 

This wealth of existence out of nothingness 

Bring for me, also, a few kisses 

From the treasure of her non-existent mouth. 

O Ghalib, simple speech 
Does not deceive my heart; 

Bring for me the quaint conceits 
Of intricate diction. 


^ 160 ^ 

Blow the breath of affliction 
On my heart; 

Like a lament 

Bring me forth from myself. 
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Either increase 
The dignity of desire, 

Or from within 
Bring forth our longing. 

Life has been 

More bitter than death; 

Bring forth now 

A death more pleasant than this life. 

Adorn the colourfulness 
Of the flower-garden 
With blazing flames; 

Bring forth Ibrahim from Azar. 

The lips are shedding pearls 
Out of gratitude; 

Bring forth hearts 

Rich with the wealth of grief 

Ghalib 

Agrees with Naziri:— 

“Look, rob the drop 
And bring forth the pearl”. 


^ 161 ^ 

O delight of song, 

Bring me back to loud lamentation; 

O clamorous uproar of the night-assault 
Bring me back to the dwelling of understanding. 
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If it will not exert itself on its own, 

Then I’ll carry it down through the eyes; 
Bleed thy heart, then in the breast 
Bring the blood to boiling point. 


O wise friend, thou dost know 
The ways of the desolate wilderness; 

Bring me a candle 

Which will not be extinguished by the wind. 


I know that thou possesses! gold, 
And hast access everywhere; 

If the Sultan does not offer wine, 
Then bring it from the wine-seller. 


If the tavern-keeper pours it in a gourd. 
Take it in the hand, and be gone; 

If the king bestows it in a pitcher 
Then lift it and bring it on thy shoulder. 


The fragrant basil blossoms in the flask. 

And sweet melody drips from the gurgling bottle; 
Throw that in the way of the eyes, 

And this in the way of the ears. 


By thy skill, sometimes 
Make me self-forgetful in wine, 

And then, when sunk in black drunkenness. 
With soft melody bring me to consciousness. 
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^ 162 


She is very delicate, 

She rests her face in the dust; 

She beats her breast, restlessly— 

Look at her lying on the wet ground ! 


The lightning which once burnt the souls of men. 
Now sec her heart made cold by affliction; 

Once her coquetry shed blood,— 

Now look at her palms devoid of henna ! 

She was one who did not supplicate 
Even before God, in privacy; 

Now look at her lamenting 
Before all, for the tyranny of the sky. 

When anyone’s tongue took the name of grief before 
her, 

She would say ‘‘There is a river in between;” 

Now look at the river of blood, flowing from those 
eyes 

Which once shed the blood of others. 

That bosom which remained hidden. 

Like the soul, from the eyes of the world— 

Look at it now, disclosed at the window 
Of the front-opening of her dress. 

When eager in the pursuit of game, 
ee her ears following the sound of the prey; 

When turning back her steed, 

hook at her eyes, fixed on the game-straps. 
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On the other’s threshold, 

See her gratitude to the doorkeeper; 

In a street that is beneath her dignity, 

Look at her envy of its rubbish 1 

Hear how she reproaches herself, 

And see the smile upon her lips; 

For the poison that she is swallowing 

In secret, look at her antidote. 

• 

Behold the beauty of her eyes. 

And the excellence of her heart; 

See the ardour of her disposition, and look’ at 
Her pearl-shedding eyes and spark-scattering sighs. 

Every morning she recites the verses of Ghalib, 

In the hope that they will prove effective; 

Do not cavil at her 

But look at her excellence and her understanding. 


163 ^ 

O God, through madness, lay the foundation 
Of grief in my understanding; 

From the mould of my wall and door 
Produce a hundred waste lands. 

Each flash of lightning, 

Whose nature is to melt the spectacle,— 
Leave it, and, pour it forth 
Into my vision’s cup of delight. 
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The poor fellow knows not 
The pleasure of affliction; 

Make me a thorn, and lay me 

In the pathway of my giver of remedies. 


^ 164 

A hundred resurrections have been rolled up 
In my every breath; and there transformed to blood; 
Yet in my inexperience I am still constricted 
By the fear of the Day of Retribution. 

My strength could not grapple with her indifference, 
But in my boundless ambition 
I am still desirous of her glance 
Which knows no consideration. 
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I am a wave of wine, 

I am a piece of roast Kabab; 

Look at my agitation, 

Then ask me about my burning ardour. 

It is not through sleeping that the strength 
To open the wings is given; 

From nothingness Adam appeared— 

Ask me about his striving. 

I have built paradise; 

Seek the delights ofKausar from me. 

I am the black cover of the Ka’ba; 

Ask me about the brackishness of Zam-Zam. 
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^ 5 ^ 166 






The heart melted on account of the laments; 
And this is not all; 

What should one do 

With the futile hope of producing an effect? 

In the throes of envy of ourselves 
We cannot afford to be considerate; 

In the pathway of love 

What should one do with Khizr ? 


If one desires drunkenness from wine. 
Then let him drink; 

O preacher, may God deal with thee,— 
What should one do with those traditions ? 
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In the pathway of love 

The ways of wisdom do not count; 

Woe to the efforts of that traveller 

Who distinguishes between his feet and forehead. 

Without sorrow 

The nature of man cannot be exalted; 

Take care and learn 

7'o distinguish the value of the afflicted heart, 

Ghalib, thou cans’t not discover 
Our taste from our own self; 

Go and distinguish the style of Naziri 
And the manner ofHazin. 
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^ 168 im 


Opportunity has vanished 

And stifled desires have firmly planted their feet; 
My condition is beyond remedy, 

Yet I am under no one’s spell. 

I am angered at those lovers 

Who attribute these tyrannies to the friend; 

No one has ascribed them 
To the kindness of the sky. 

We are ashamed of our heart, 

And we seek the favour of the slayer; 

How can we cure ourselves 
When no-one else could do so ? 
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One should not put trust 
In the learned and the devout; 

One is a vain talker, 

And the other chases after futility. 

If a kiss from the intoxicated beloved 
Is easily won, don’t take it; 

If the wine is cheap, 

Don’t buy it from the keeper of the tavern. 

God is only perceived by feeling 
And the world by intelligence; 

O Ghalib, this murmur of the chant 
Does not want to remain silent. 
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^ 170 

From the colour and scent 
Of the flower and the bud, 

I estimate the dust of the caravan of life 
And the lament of its camel bell. 

My liver has become more thirsty 
Through the heat of this draught; 

O the ways of deception 
In her half-reaching glance ! 

I am glad that the friend 
Has been so inconstant, that even in thought 
I cannot imagine that she could ever 
Become a refuge of hope for anyone else. 

That spring-blossoming youth 
Whom they called Ghalib— 

Look at him now, and see 

How blood is dripping from his every breath. 


mm 171 ^ 


hVom the coldness 
Of the tumult of paradise, 
Around Kausar I want 
To kindle fire. 

I have a heart 

Which in the agitation of passion 
Has the nature of hell; 

Its essence is fire. 
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Like the wave 
I wax great in flood, 
And like the flame 
I dance in fire. 


172 

The smoke of vapour has built a dark curtain. 
And I called it sky; 

The eyes dashed against a dreadful dream, 

And I named it the world. 

Fancy threw dust in my eyes; 

I called it wilderness. 

A drop melted 

And I named it shoreless ocean. 

The wind brushed its skirt against the fire 
And I called it the advent of spring; 

Through drunkenness that flame became a scar 
And I named it autumn. 

Feeling out of place in a foreign land, 

I called it my native country; 

When the loop of the snare was too narrow, 

I named it nest. 

In my side it was established with dignity 
And I called it heart; 

It vanished in such a coquettish manner 
That I named it life. 
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She was anxious to kill me 
I called her unconcerned; 
Woe to me that ever 
I named her unkind. 


So that I might please her 
By my grateful service, 

Although the master of my house, 
I named her guest. 


The heart did not wish 
The tongue to know its friendship’s secret 
Sometimes I called her such-and-such 
And sometimes I named her so-and-so. 


The glance ravishes the soul, 

And indifference kills; 

That is the lustre of the sword, and this 
I name the back of the bow. 


In the spiritual path. 

Whatever transpires, passes away; 

I saw the Ka’ba, 

And I named it footprint of the travellers. 


I have lived on the hope 

Of following the way of patient resignation 

Thou hast cut thyself away from me. 

Yet I have named it trial. 
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Ghalib was a nightingale 
In the garden of Ajam; 

In my ignorance 

I named him the parrot of Hindustan. 
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When with such grace my idol 

Strolls on the green lawn, thou would’st say 

The earth, delighting in her gait, 

Writhes like the sacrificed parrot. 

Thou would’st think that the foundations of my house 
Are based on a passionate longing for desolation; 

It is only to welcome the flood 
That its walls have started dancing. 


^ 174 ® 

Place a thousand mirrors of coquetry 
Before thyself, and draw 
A thousand heart-illuminating pictures, 
And put them by thy side. 

If thou hast a hankering for wine, 
Demand thy cup from the narcissus; 
And if thou dost require a rosary, 

Then string the drops of dew as pearls. 

Become drunk with that melodious song 
Which is not forbidden; 

Drain that cup of wine 
Which is not unlawful. 
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Like the reflection of an arched bridge in the torrent. 
Dance in delight at disaster; 

Separating thyself from thyself. 

Balance thyself, and dance. 

There is no faith in the keeping of promises; 
Whatever happy moments come, consider thy good 
fortune; 

At the time of making promises. 

If the fair ones offer blandishment, then dance. 

There is delight in the search itself. 

So why talk of finishing thy journey ? 

At the sound of the camel-bell 
Lose thy balance, and dance. 

The flower-garden was verdant. 

When we walked there proudly; 

In the burning of our straw and rubbish, 

O flame, —dance ! 

Even the hooting of an owl 
Should be heard as a kind of melody; 

Even in the breeze 

Of the phoenix’ fluttering wings—dance ! 

The delight of the desert waste 
Cannot be found in love; 

Become a whirlwind of dust, 

And, rising in the air, —dance I 
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Put aside the outmoded customs 
Of thy honoured friends; 

Mourn at the wedding feast, 

And in the assembly of mourners—dance ! 

Unlike the anger of the devout 
And the friendship of hypocrites, 

Be not self-centred. 

But before everyone,—dance. 

Seek not distress in burning, 

Or delight in blossoming; 

On the edge of the simoon, and in the gentle breeze, 
Frivolously dance. 

Ghalib with this exultant joy. 

To whom art thou bound ? 

Wax great in thyself alone 

And with the shackles of disaster—dance 1 


^ 176 « 

In the garden of paradise, be not content 
Without asking the friend for wine; 

That which He had taken from us 
He now gives in return. 

Give to madness 
The capital of wisdom; 

The Munificent one, for one gain. 

Gives a thousand losses in return. 
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Our eloquence shall not go in vain. 
For the Munificent one 
Takes away our heart 
And gives a tongue in return. 

He compensates every act of faith 
By a different manner of oppression; 
Ghalib see how the friend 
Gives in return. 
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’Tis not enough 

That it passes in our thoughts; 

Thou hast said that in love 
An audible sigh is the condition. 

My wish is to put my lips on hers, 

And then give up my life; 

In the presentation of love, 

Elegant style is the condition. 

So that I may reach the Ka’ba 
What do I see in going from the temple 
To the Ka’ba, but that to walk 
With face turned back is the condition. 

Ghalib, in the world in which thou art, 
Drink thine own heart’s blood, 

For to obtain wine, 

To be rich is the condition. 
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Reliance on the promise of thy tongue 
Was wrong, oh it was wrong; 

From thy manner of speaking one could see 
That it was wrong, that it was wrong. 


I have looked at the bud intently 
It has a grace of its own, indeed, 

But to say that it resembles thy mouth 
Was wrong, oh it was wrong. 


To place confidence in thy message 
Was a mistake, a great mistake; 

To seek fulfilment of desire from thy lips 
Was wrong, oh it was wrong. 


Even now each tyranny of thine 
Is the reward for my constancy; 
Our complaint of thy suspicion 
Was wrong, oh it was wrong. 


O glorious manifestation of multi-coloured hues, 
Where art thou, after all ? Here in this world 
Whatever sign of thee was given 
Has been wrong, yes, it was wrong. 


Ardent love wanted to twist 
The threads of vain illusion; 

Else the ideas of our existence and thy waist, 
Both were wrong, oh both were wrong. 
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Thou art that which resembles 
Nothingness; the shadow 
Cast by thy moving cypress 
Was wrong, oh it was wrong. 

Dost thou wish that Ghalib 
Should die with this chant upon his lips:— 
“Reliance on the promise of thy tongue 
Was wrong, oh it was wrong’*. 


^ 179 ^ 

For me that have no wine. 

What relish is there in this world ? 

For thee that hast it, but dost not drink. 
What savour is there from the spring ? 

Kausar is good, and unadulterated 
Is the wine that it contains; 

But from that pure and sacred wine 

What savour, in our tipsiness, can wc derive ? 

In that which is beyond my powers 
What is the good of cautious discretion ? 

In that which the friend does not want. 

What savour is there in having a choice ? 


^ 180 ^ 

I am proud of that beauty whose renown 
Gives it its lustre; it was a dread 
For the heart of the rose, and created confusion 
In the regulations of the candle. 
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I melt my breath with no help 

From the spark, the flame or the smoke; 

I am the scar of that inner burning 
Which is not known to the art of the candle. 
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I am happy that both the preacher and the Brahmin 
Have agreed about my denial; 

Seeing the dispute between lack of faith 
And religion, my own heart finds ease. 

There are a myriad signs that it is morning; 

O Ghalib, why dost thou sleep, so unaware of thyself? 
The pious ones have gone to the mosque, 

And the profligates have gathered in the flower- 
garden. 


182 mm 

Believe not the common chatter 
Of the ill-bred, and fear it not; 

I, and seeking an effect with my sighs ? 

It is a lie, yes, its a lie. 

What is this deception 

In the promise of a kiss and an embrace ? 

The mouth is a lie and the waist 
Is a lie, yes its a lie. 

I and the ardent desire to abandon 
My head on thy footsteps—this is true; 

But thou in thy kindness going to visit my grave. 
This is a lie, yes its a lie. 
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^ thou did St not invite me out of affection. 
Thou wilt indeed kill me with blandishment: 
Not everything that thou dost promise 
Is a lie, not totally a lie. 

In this dispute Zuhuri 

Is witness to Ghalib—and this is enough; 

“I and the intention to leave thy street— 

It is a lie, yes its a lie”. 


^ 183 mm 

While kissing the beloved’s lips 
I feel sorry; 

In my thirst for the fountain of life, 

I feel sorry. 

I am that simple rustic 
In the city of love. 

Who for the twists and coils 

Of the dishevelled tresses, feels sorry. 

To taste the full flavour 
In the anguish of life, 

I would shed calamities on the heart. 

And for my life feel sorry. 

I have not got away from myself^ 

And I am ever anxious; 

For the flre-worshipper and the Musalman, 
In the way of truth, I feel sorry. 
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Since my heart is thine, 

Embraces and kisses should be offered to my body; 

For thy hidden kindness 

How much should I feel sorry ? 

Ghalib, I have heard it 
From Naziri, who said— 

“I lament for the sky, if for the sighs 
I do not feel sorry**. 
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My flowers and the candle on the grave 
Of the martyrs are all wasted, thou art not satisfied 
Even when my whole life 
In prayer is wasted. 

Thou hast visited the sick-bed too late; 

What can I scatter as an offering ? 

In the anguish for loyalty 
I and my life have been already wasted. 

For thee were the colour and fragrance, 

And for me the provisions of necessity; 

Colour and fragrance were worn out. 

And the provisions were wasted. 


Would to God that the feet of the sky 
Would rest from their ceaseless movement; 
.The time which has been already wasted. 
Why has it been wasted ? 
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My love and thy beauty 
Converse with each other; 

K.husrau with Majnun are on one side 
And Shirin with Laila on the other. 


When I involved my heart in this world 
I fell into distress; on one side 
Is the anguish of respite, and an ardent desire 
For spectacle is on the other. 

O thou who in the assembly of effect 

Hast prepared thyself to plunder my awareness, 

On one side is the minstrel and the melody, 

And the Saqi with red wine is on the other. 


Those who scatter thorns upon my path 
Are afraid of the lightning of my sighs; 
Foolish children are on one side 
And wise old men are on the other. 


Tired out on the way of constancy. 

Enraptured I wander from place to place; 

On one side the ready-money for the caravanserai. 
And my provisions for the desert on the other. 


My eyes and my heart are pulling me 
In different directions; lying low, 

Bound in the fetters of sorrow, on one side 
Hidden anguish, and manifest tumult on the other. 



O thou, with mirror always before thine eyes, 
Intoxicated with thine own glorious manifestation, 
On one side have pity on thy soul. 

And leave aside sympathy for us on the other. 

O Ghalib, how would’st thou console me, 

In separation from the stately cypress; 

On one side the rival’s envy pulls me, 

And excess of longing on the other. 


^ 186 

Munificence is searching excuses 

For showing mercy; in the accountability for actions. 

No good deeds are possible 

Without the prompting of Thy grace. 

Thou hast given me the title 
Of particle of dust, and so I dance; 

Thus I have established 

Kinship with the command of thy tongue. 

Ghalib, I will give thee 
A place by the side of the tavern, 

Provided thou wilt remain content 
With the smell of unadulterated wine. 
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In the assembly of wine 

Look at her unbuttoning her front-opening; 

Happy is the excuse for drunkenness, 

And happy the favour of ardent love. 
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She misses her way, and unawares 
Gomes upon my hovel; 

The idols are deceived 

By the compelling guidance of ardent love. 

They make one independent 
Of the solicitous enquiries of friends, 

The pride of single-heartedness. 

And the exalted assistance of ardent love. 
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Wilh the lover, 

The distinction of indifference 

Shows that for his out-of-place complaints 

He should feel shame, and perish. 

If I do not go with Khizr, 

It is through a sense of my own unworthiness; 
With me as fellow-traveller, I fear 
That in disgrace he’d perish. 

Anguish is a rare delight, 

In the relishing of which 

The lover derives pleasure secretly, 

While openly he seems to perish. 


^ 189 ^ 

There is no wild madness 
If the house has a lamp; 

For the darkness of the dusty corner. 
If the heart is there, why fear ? 
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The negligent one has struck lightning 
Through the elements of my being, 
Since for the effect of the fiery breath 
Thou hast no fear. 

With thy agreement there is no dread 
Of the discordance of time; 

With thy constancy, for the unkindness 
Of the sky there is no fear. 


^ 190 ^ 

Only Thy perfection 

Knows how to comprehend Thy perfection; 

To realise Thine existence in thought, 

Thine own existence is the only guide. 

Thou can’st not bring relief 

To the parched lip of the Musalman, 

O thou who hast built a public fountain of wine 
For the sons of infidels. 

Why dost thou speak 
Of the afflicted Ghalib 
In a country where they don’t distinguish 
Between Naziri and Qatil ? 

^ 191 ^ 

Puffed up with joy I said “It won’t be easy 
Thus to hold me in thine arms”; 

In her simplicity, at the time of union, 

She pressed me tightly in her arms. 
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I am proud when she feels afraid 
And her heart trembles needlessly. 

In playfulness she wrinkles her forehead 
And slyly puts her hands beneath my arms. 


Oh, her scanty dress, 

Which has increased her incontinence; 
Through modesty sweat covered her 
And she was naked in my arms. 


She surrendered her wisdom to the wine. 

And could no longer tell herself from me; 

In bashfulness her face turned towards my side. 
And she feigned to hide it beneath my arms. 


Sometimes she happily slept by my side 
Shutting her lips to speech; 

And sometimes, resting her head, 

She rubbed her dimpled chin on my arm. 


Early in the morning, she came uninvited, 
The fastening of her tunic all untied; 

With cover still unopened. 

The Royal summons was beneath her arm. 


A sergeant came riding on horse-back, 

With dagger and spear in hand; 

A groom ran behind him, announcing 
His presence, with a bent stick under his arm. 
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In the palace garden she drank wine 

And would saunter, intoxicated, from here to there; 

Her shadow itself held 

A hundred flower-gardens in its arms. 

When she saw a bud in the flower-bed, 

She would address the rose-bush thus; 

“O thou, see how from me the dart 

Penetrates the liver, and the arrow pierces the arm.” 

O Ghalib, living in solitude 
Thou hast such fear and pleasure; 

The spy of the Sultan awaits in ambush. 

And the Sultan’s darling is in my arms. 


192 ^ 

The reason can be deceived 
By half a blandishment; 

Turn that heart into blood 
That desires from thee the rose. 

In colour and fragrance 
Whom does the rose resemble, 

That in the flower-bed one rose chases another 

In search of the Rose. 

The heat of spring has broken its reins, 

And the she-camel, 

Lost in the desert waste, 

Pursues the scent of the rose. 
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Since the time thou did’st bestow on me 
The title of nightingale. 

Thou hast augmented both my hope 
And the honour of the rose. 


^ 193 ^ 

% 

From beginning to end. 

Thought can be equated with tumult; 
Every moment the spectacle 
Is face to face with lightning. 

From black-facedness my candle 
Is a scar on the forehead of my privacy; 
My harp in its silence is a disgrace 
On the carpet of the assembly. 

In the art of madness 
Majnun was my disciple; 

On thee Laila scattered jewelled ornaments 
From the side of her camel-litter. 


^ 194 ^ 

I proceeded to destroy all that was old 
And antiquated in the spectacle; 

I would set a new pattern 

In the assembly of colour and fragrance. 

In the ecstasy of the people of the monastery 
There is no joy of vision; 

I will bring Venus down from the sky 
With the melody of my song. 
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By my lament 

I’ll make the beloved sad; 

So slender she’ll become that from her wrist 
The ornaments will fall to the ground. 


I want to pour a hell of madness 
In the liver of the tumult, 

And into the head of reason 
Throw desire for enchantment. 


I am that palm tree 

Which instead of dates, bears parakeets; 
I am that cloud 

Which scatters pearls on the ground. 


If I tell the heroes of the grief 
Caused by my struggle against myself, 

Their swords will tremble, and the lustre 

Will be thrown off from the body of their blades. 


The oppression that I suffered 

At the hands of the faithful is such 

That if I tell the idol-worshippers 

I will throw pity into the heart of the infidels. 


My weakness has bestowed 
A special position for me in the Ka’ba; 
Thou dost spread thy prayer-carpet, 
And I throw down my bedding there. 


147 



So that the wine may be more bitter. 

And my breast more sore, 

I melt the flask 

And pour it into the cup. 

While sitting in the corner of the tavern 
I discovered a short-cut to paradise; 

I fill my goblet with wine from the pitcher 
And throw it into Kauser. 

I am the Mansur 

Of the sect of Ali*s devotees; 

I therefore throw out this proclamation 
That I am •Asadullah. 

(*Lion of God, a title of Hazrat Ali). 

If there is no live pearl 
In this world like me, 

I throw myself in the dust 

Of the pathway of *Hyder. (•Hazrat Ali) 


Ghalib, in the form 
Of a loving eulogy to Ali, 

I proceeded to destroy all that is old 
And antiquated in the spectacle. 


^ 195 mm 

Since I have gone astray. 

The highway twists and turns by itself; 
The manner of my own deficiency 
Has made the path still longer. 
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Who cares if the flaming candle drips ? 

If the rose blossoms, what wage will it receive ? 
I am the candle of the bedchamber 
And the breeze of the morning. 


The tyranny of the idols fascinates, 

And I am absorbed in my own ill-wishing; 
The advice of the people is like fire. 

And I am the scar of my own well-wishing. 


For the corner of the wilderness, I am 
The cause of daily calamity. 

And for the house of the beloved 
I am an unexpected nuisance. 


Fallen far firom thy remembrance, 

I am like a fish thrown out from the river; 

My heart is no longer in my side— 

I am a river from which the fish has been cast. 


Her body is like pure silver, 

A body that causes disturbing agitation; 
What wages have I collected 
For exhausting my soul ? 


Thy passion should be strong enough 
To sustain and lead thee; 

Then there is no fear, if on the way 
My luck fails to accompany me. 
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I am the renowned Ghalib; 

Ask not my name and address; 

I am Asadullah 

And of *Asadullah a devotee. (*Hazrat Ali) 


^ 196 ^ 

We have broken off the complaints on our lips 
And have hidden the scars of our heart; 

We are like the miserly rich 

And have concealed our wealth within the treasury. 

How can we give this as an excuse 
For the lack of anxiety for lamentation— 

That whatever breath we had, has been spent 
In the melodious song of the times of case. 

O Ghalib, both good and bad are ordained 
By destiny; We have been bold 
In accomplishing the business of this world 
With imprudence. 


^ 197 

The essential nature of my thought 
Required my heart to become blood; 

I am the rouge on the cheeks 
Of the beauty granted to me by God. 

I still take a lesson in colour and fragrance 
From the spring that’s past; 

In my afflicted life, I deceive my heart 
Through grief for thee. 
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Because of thy tyranny, I deceive my heart 
With promise of thy favour; 

See my foolish simplicity, that in thy snare 
I have become my own fowler. 


^ 198 

Remember that time 
When I enjoyed thy esteem ! 

Then I had fire-scattering sighs 
And tear-shedding eyes. 

What lustrous splendour did I expect 
From that coquettish infidel ? 

Even in union, in the rush of ardent desire. 
What is it that I am still awaiting ? 

When part of life has passed away, 

Straight stature becomes bent; 

This shows that my own self 
Has on myself become a burden. 
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What do I care 

For hell and Kausar, since I possess 
An equal fire in my heart. 

And similar liquid in my cup. 

Last night they offered me 
All that was in this world and the next; 
I rejected all the many-coloured things, 
And chose the heart. 
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O Ghalib, dost thou understand 

How I have passed my life in this world ? 

I, who had the nature of the nightingale 
And the profession of the salamander. 
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What is this passionate agitation 
That rages in my head for love of thee ? 

I have the heart of the moth 
And the dignity of the salamander. 

Thou who hast displayed 

All the colourful riches of the world before me, 
Now proclaim it that from all these 
I have chosen only the heart. 

God bless the river Sohan 

And the life-giving property of its water; 

O Ghalib, I burst with laughter 

At the aberration of Khizr and Alexander. 

^ 201 ^ 

I have seen the commingling 
Of the dew with the radiant sun; 

Now my ardent desire should have the courage 
To present its petition for her sight. 

^ 202 ^ 

Her heart is in agreement 
With the adversary; in my simplicity 
We have called it as witness 
To verify our claim. 
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Thine image never goes 
From before our eyes; 

Thou could*st say that we have caught it 
In the snare of the threads of our glance. 

In displaying our ardent love 
We have derived no benefit; 

Even at the time of union 

We have engaged her in unnecessary complaints. 

Make no mention of Ghalib 
And his heavy grief; 

We believe that a blade of grass 
Has been resisting a mountain. 
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In no text did one find 

The meaning of the word ‘hope’; 

It is we who have written the lexicon 
Of the epistles of desire. 


There is a line on thy beauteous face 
Drawn with the blood of the spectacle; 
The draft copy of this unwritten page 
Is illuminated by us. 

We have moistened the tip 
Of every thorn with our heart’s blood; 
We have written down the rules 
For the gardening of the desert waste. 
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^ 204 4lj» 


I am the unmasking of my own dishonour 
On the Day of Judgement; 

Under the veil of all the people 
I am the spectator of myself 

There is neither the glorious display of coquetry 
Nor .the effulgent lightning of anger; 

She is indifferent, and I— 

I am but the scar of my own endurance. 

With thy fragrance 

My love speeds by in a steady manner; 

In thy street I am the guest 
Of my own slowTootedncss. 

O Ghalib, why dost thou complain 
About the tyranny of hot breath ? 

Ponder this, that I am the candle 
Of the dark night of my own loneliness. 


^ 205 ^ 

Not only the heart, but even my reason 
Is lost in thy street; 

Not only the sighing breath, but also its effect 
Is trembling at thy disposition. 

We saw that the wine 

Gould not produce the intoxication of secrets, 
So we went and squeezed our liver 
Into the cup. 
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We waited until beauty 
Proclaimed itself unveiled; 

We saw that even our glance 
Had become a thread in the veil. 


Let Alexander pine after the fountain 
Of the limpid water of life; 

For us are her red lips, 

That are both wine and sugar. 
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When different colours were provided, 
They had no other use 
Except to decorate the arch 
Of a forgotten paradise. 


We have thrown the rose of sparks 
Into the skirt of joy; 

Now we laugh at the leisurely ease 
Of the pleasure-seekers. 


Wine drinkers are scarce and we are impatient, 
Yet to whom is enjoyment free ? 

We have made our wine cheap, 

Before it becomes old. 

We are grateful for the company 
Of the moth’s restlessness, 

Although we have practised lamentation 
With the morning bird. 
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^ 207 


I am just fluttering my wings, 

But am not anxious to be free; 

I am a bird of yearning desire • 

That has fallen into the snare of expectancy. 

The dealings of the wave are with the sea; 
Expect no degree of self-possession from it. 

I, too, am helpless 

When it comes to breaking myself. 

I am a ship without a master; 

Don’t ask about all my adventures ! 

Only by breaking myself. 

Have I been thrown upon the seashore. 


^ 208 

The liver is burnt-up, so how much longer 
Can one give it the pain of dripping ? 

O warm blood, become colour 
So we can make thee drain away. 

Both are mistaken in thinking to behold 
Thy glory; in mercy unveil thy face. 

So we may give good tidings of vision 
To the moth and the particle of dust. 

In the realm of nothingness 

Our verdure is thirsty for the lightning of disaster; 
We will describe its sprouting 
In the path of the spring flood. 
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Following the tradition of Kohkan, 

We have sent our lament 
To impart to the liver of the stone 
An ardent wish to be torn open. 

Our way of resignation 
Required our courtesy; 

Under the curving arch of the sword 
We bend our body. 

Rise up, so we may breathe 
The secret of our heart into the liver 
Of the lute; and thus admire 
Our own lament. 

O Ghalib, in our pages 

The picture of Zuhiui is displayed; 

“We apply the antimony of wonderment 
And then see with our eyes.** 


^ 209 

It is proper that the heart 

Should wax great through the boiling of weeping; 
It was a drop, and I have made it 
A shoreless ocean. 

In reality the lament 

Grows from the marrow of the soul; 

As an excuse for restlessness 
I have given it a tongue. 
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I continue to search 

For the office of rose-gatherer; 

In a state of drunkenness 
1 have made the Saqi the gardener. 

So she may not find fault with me 
For the drunkenness of yesterday, 

While speaking with her 
1 have made a kiss the seal for her mouth. 


^ 210 4m 

I snatch a kiss, and then 
Express my regrets; 

Thus I introduce a few new inventions 
Into the rules of etiquette. 

May she be preserved from the evil eye ! 

I have been thinking to receive 

Some favour from her; whatever the enemy does 

I attribute to the friend. 

I have witnessed the excellence 
Of the rose-scattering of Divine Mercy; 

So I scoff at the barrenness 
Of mere acts of obedience. 
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The fire is kindled, and the people 
Gape at it in amazement; 

Allow me to demonstrate my skill 
In this tumultuous commotion. 
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When, on the Day of Judgement, they will search 
For the marks of prostration on the foreheads, 

I shall be compelled to show the scars on my head 
Caused by my madness for thee. 
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If again I want thy glance 
To be intoxicated with coquetry. 

I’ll again ask the world to render account 
For all the mischief done to me. 

At the time of union, I would much prefer 
To do without complaints; 

At that time I want to have 
A short tongue and a long arm. 

Although my heart is distressed by circumstances, 
The exhilaration of tipsincss remains; 

I want a melody which cannot be contained 
In the musical instrument. 

No duality is left, and yet, 

Strangely, I still complain; 

I want the distinction between thee 
And me to remain. 

Come not outside for me, 

I want to have sight of thee 
Through the half-open door 
At the corner of the terrace. 
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The world cares nothing 
For my dust; 

I want thy footsteps 
To exalt its dignity. 

It is enough that I die 
In envy of the others’ longing for thee; 
I want that thou should’st do without 
The display of thy coquetry. 


^ 213 ^ 

Thou wilt not shun me 

If I wear the garment of piety; 

But I am a secret infidel 
And keep idols up my sleeves. 

If I have not called thee 
My soul and my life, 

I should be excused; it is because 
I have full faith in my constancy to thee. 


^ 214 ^ 

Come, so we may change 
The laws of the heavens; 

Let us alter the decree of destiny 
By the circulation of the heavy goblet. 

Let us enjoy the spectacle 
With our eyes and heart; 

With the humility of our heart and soul 
Let us transform our loss. 
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We will sit in the comer 
And open the door; 

We will turn the guard into the street 
And throw him on the footpath. 


If there is any seizing and holding 
By the officer of the police,—we care not; 
If we receive a present from the king 
We shall return it to him. 


If the sage speaks the same language 
As ours, we would not talk to him; 

If Khalil is our guest, 

We would ask him to go away. 


We would dismiss the boon companion. 

The minstrel and the saqi from the assembly, 
And turnout the experienced lady 
Who manages our affairs. 


Sometimes, with a show of courtesy 
We will mingle our speech with grace, 
And sometimes while snatching a kiss 
We would turn our tongue in the mouth. 


With the ardour of our breast 
We will stop the breath of morning; 

We will safeguard the world from the affliction 
Of the heat of the day. 
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We will clash with those 

Who collect tribute from the grove; 

We will drive them with empty baskets 
From the door of the garden. 

The birds that come out of their nests 
In the morning, and flutter their wings, 

We will drive them peacefully from the grove 
And back to their nests. 

I and thou are both 

The devotees of *Hyder; (*Ha 2 rat Ali) 

There would be nothing strange 

If we turn the sun back towards the east. 

Ghalib does not believe 

That he will ever have union with thee; 

But come, so we may change 
The laws of the heavens. 
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Wisdom and treasure 
Thou dost think are the same; 

God has bestowed on us secretly 

That which we had desired to receive openly. 


According to each one’s wishes 

They have made straight the course of action; 

Drunkenness and disgrace 

We had desired for ourselves. 
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We spread out the snare from which 

The bird^ of good-omen went atid came again; 

Again we thought about it 

And instead desired the non-existent* phoenix. 

Even from desire, 

They wished to annihilate desire, 

We wanted an excuse, 

For out-of-place desires. 

There was no way for us 
To destroy our longings; 

Yet we desired that Ghalib 
Should have high aspirations. 


216 

So that, in the obscurity of grief, 

The lament should not lose the way to the lips, 

Our soul is the lamp 

Which we have lit upon its pathway. 

We cannot gauge how far we will succeed 
In finding a place in the heart of the friend; 

Thou should’st only observe 

That we are sighs, and also have effect. 

We have verified that Ghalib 
Was a veil that came between; 

But would-to-God that we had known 
From whose face we had removed it. 

1. Huma 

2. Anqa 
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^ 217 ^ 

When draining the cup, why dost thou ask me 
What I want from thy lips? Only this. 

That I should kiss thee, and when thou art tipsy, 
Suck thy sweet lips also. 

What would happen if her veil were lifted ? 

Who would find consolation ? 

The glance itself would then become 
A veil on the face of the friend. 

^ 218 


Give me permission 

To be among thy wayside beggars; 

I no longer have feet that can cover 
The stages of the journey 

For my straw, the heat of a spark is enough 
To brighten up the face; I have no need 
To be obliged to the radiant manifestation 
Of an adorner of the flower-garden. 

219 ^ 

To show her affection 

She asks the cause of my ecstasy; 

Through fear, and as an excuse 
I wallow in blood, and forget my speech. 

In my imagination, I kiss her lips; 

When she commits a fresh cruelty, 

Because of her simplicity I don’t consider 
Her tormenting to be without a cause. 
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Every drop of blood shed by my eyelashes 
Falls back into my heart again; 

In grief for the friend I don’t consider 
That I am a loser. 

I am a wound of the liver, 

And I scorn the stitches and the ointment; 

I am a wave of the pearl 

But I know nothing of movement and motion. 

I am the ready-money of intellect, 

I don’t require the royal stamp; 

I am a commodity of skill, and yet 
I know nothing of the heat of the bazaar. 

220 ^ 

In the adequacy of my endeavours 
Tie knots, incessantly; 

In the flow of my affairs 
Make mischievous disasters swim. 

In spite of all this digging in the heart. 

No gem has come to hand; 

The service has been specified, 

Now fix the wages; also 


221 ^ 

I envy that thirsty and lonely traveller 
Who plods relentlessly through the valley, 
Not those ones that are satisfied 
With their Ka’ba and their Zam-Zam. 
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Leave aside those heart-sore ones, whose real 
condition 

Thou dost not know, but be careful; 

Thou knowest that they are weary and sick 
Yet thou dost feel no sorrow for them. 

Although the afflicted Ghalib 
Is not worthy to be reckoned with. 

Yet in the assembly of poesy 

He is their friend and boon companion. 


^ 222 ^ 

I am drunk with madness. 

Thou can’st kill me now, in the spring season; 
With flask in hand, and rose in my lap, 

Now thou can’st kill mo. 

It is the indifference of the friend 
That keeps me alive; else in her assembly 
For the crime of weeping uncontrollably, 

Thou can’st kill me. 


223 ^ 

When in fire they burn. 

Thorns and straw become fire; 

I died in the overwhelming desire for thy lips. 
And shall become spirit. 

I have been so absorbed by thy indifference, 
That I can no longer endure thy attention; 

If thou dost give me place in thine eyes, 

I shall become there heavy sleep. 
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I am dissolved by the shame of constancy, 

And my feet are stuck in the mire 
Of entanglement, so that thou should’st not think 
That I can ever flee away from thy lane. 

For myself—I am of much weight, 

And full of longing for thee; 

How long shall I consume myself 
By melting in the fire of the trial ? 

Since the contemplation 

Of delicate reflections does consume me, 

For the beloved of my thought 
I have become the hair-thin waist. 

224 ^ 

From ease of heart, 

I have no other purpose 
But to be able to draw 
A few afflicted breaths. 

1*11 tell thee the utility 
Of Ghalib’s eloquence; 

It is the liver-blood which he draws 
From the vein of speech. 


^ 225 ^ 

Why should my speech be envied ? 

It is not the honey of passion. 

But the bitter water 

From the boiling scum of the melted breath. 
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O lament, do not cast the liver 
Into the meshes of the snare; 

It is the capital accumulated 

For decorating the crack in the cage. 

I’ll lay my lips on the lips 
Of the heart-ravisher, and then 
Give up my life; this is the way 
To unite a hundred supplications. 

226 ^ 

Do not question me about the careless 
Sauntering manner of the profligate; 

I only know this much 

That it is difficult to live at ease. 

Eternal pleasure is found 

In abandoning all dealings with other men; 

Like Khizr, one should live 
Hidden from the eyes of people. 

227 ^ 

What is the freshness of ardent longing ? 

To scatter the colour of joy. 

And by the pure blood from the eyes, to make the 
face 

The envy of the garden of paradise. 

Despite being broken, one must hold fast 
To the ambition for wholeness; 

In spite of all the heart-sores 
One must be able to endure cruelty. 
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One should live, fluttering the wings 
In the meshes of disaster’s snare; 
And even with the coiled tresses 
Be prepared to pick a quarrel. 


^ 228 

In the embrace of my love thou dost open up 
The wrinkles on thy forehead; 

But I open the door of my heart 
On the face of both the worlds. 


I should feel ashamed of the grief 

Caused by thee, but even this would be impudence; 

By draining the colour of the face. 

The door of paradise is opened. 


My breath has been melted by my ardent love for 
thee, 

Yet it would be unjust to think 

That it became blood through the heat of sighs 

And not through guarding the secret. 

The flower-bed has dissolved, 

Squeezed by envy of thy assembly; 

Yet not so much that no difference remains 
Between rose and wine. 


The face of the rose, with rouge adorned, 

Lays down the rules for sight; 

The straw cannot complain that the flower-bed 
Is decked in an embroidered dress. 
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229 4m 

O rose, before her, what other present 
Can’st thou offer ? 

Only this—hold forth thy palm 
And beg from her. 

Thou should’st be at ease. 

Since we, in this distress. 

Have a complaint which can be levelled 
Only against ourselves. 

Thy graceful strolling 

On the lawn of the flower-garden, 

Is a favour of which 

The dervish is more deserving. 


230 ^ 1 ^ 


I have sewn up my lips. 

That they may utter no more complaints; 

She thought that I was carefree; and she did not see 
The value of understanding hidden enquiries. 

From whose difficulty-loving heart 
Gomes this coquetry ? 

It kills for the crime of drawing 
A distinction between pain and remedy. 

O Ghalib, a man’s speech 

Is in accordance with his ambition; 

From their words the pulse 
Of friends can be recognised. 
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^ 231 


What can I say 

In gratitude to my helplessness ? 

How good are the unkind ones 
When they offer friendship. 

Thou hast a rose 

Pinned to the edge of thy turban; 

I offer greetings 

To the good fortune of the gardeners. 

It has pierced the heart 

But has not quit the heart again— 

That arrow of coquetry 

Shot from those powerful bows. 
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They will be intoxicated 

With the eloquent speech in the verses of my Divan; 
This wine will become old 
Through scarcity of customers. 

In eternity without beginning, 

My star has reached the zenith of acceptance; 

But in this world, the renown 
Of my verses will be after me. 

The blind eyes will hold up 
The mirror of pretention; 

The paralysed hand will be 
The comber of the tresses of poesy. 
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The sweetheart of the significance of subject matter. 
Who is now a citizen of soul and heart, 

Will become an uncouth vagabond 
In the domain of palate and taste. 

Even the radiance of life’s candle 
Will be bitten off by dark gloom, 

And the carpet of the intoxicated assembly 
Will be full of creases. 

Over the face of man’s cooperation 
A veil will fall; 

The privacy of Christian and Musalman 
Will turn into a crowd. 

Ghalib, in the depth of every word 
I have set a tavern; 

They will be intoxicated 

With the eloquent speech in the verses of my divan. 


^ 233 ^ 

So that through this rudeness 
Thy anger may be increased, 

Our complaint is an instrument from which 
The melody for invoking prayer is aroused. 

Thy helpless ones will not give up 
Their claim to anguish; 

Let that instrument of fidelity be broken 
From which sound is aroused. 
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The scent of black tresses 
Exciting the sense of smell— 

It is from this that the ecstasy 
Of the gentle breeze is aroused. 

A kiss given on request 
Gives no delight; 

Like a reply from which 
A manner of bashfulness is aroused. 


234 ^ 

Last night there were no roses 
On thy bed and on thy pillow, 

Then where is the rose-leaf 

That has pricked thy delicate body ? 

Thou dost say, “When thou dost leave my street, 
Thy heart will be torn** 

But where is that heart which finds 
No comfort except in laments ? 


^ 235 

I became puffed up with pride 
In the confinement of thy snare; 

But people think I am straitened, 

In thy prison. 

Thou did’st not wish me to be free, 
And now I fear that through this joy 
I am so swollen that I can no more 
Be contained within thy prison. 
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What hast thou seen in. us, 

That the melting heart. 

Like sugar in water, has become 
A delicious drink for thee ? 

4 

O Ka’ba, this idol 

That has toppled from thy high arch, 
Like me has fallen, 

From the heart of the friend. 
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In the award of dominion there is no room 

For bungling; be ashamed of thy useless endeavours! 

If thou can’st not be an infidel, 

Then thou can’st not help but be a Musalman, 

By flowing frivolously 

One cannot become an ocean; 

If thou art a stream, go to the flower garden. 

And if a torrential flood, then to the desert waste. 

The house with possessions is good, 

And good, also, is its luminous splendour; 

Make the Ka’ba thy home. 

And be a guest in the idol-temple. 

To produce the voice of meaning, 

Strike on the musical instrument of the school; 

And for the tumult of formal appearance. 

Be part of a children’s game. 
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For a tale of joy, with one stroke 
Draw a line of falsehood; 

For a letter of condolence, 

Be the decoration of its title. 

If thou art the wheel of heaven. 

Acquit thyself of the duty of giving orders; 

If a polo-ball of the earth 

Then be consecrated to the curve of the polo-stick. 

The anguish of love has brought me 
To devoted servitude of God; 

O brand of love, penetrate the heart 
Yet be apparent on the forehead. 

In the fetters of endurance, 

With liver gnawed away, I died; 

O aspirations have constraint— 

O grief be magnified ! 

Ghalib has given his life to affliction; 

To please his soul thou should’st drink wine 
In the assembly of mourning, and while wailing. 
Be a reciter of his Ghazals. 
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I am proud of the tumult of my demented love 
That has made the rent in the veil 
Of the rose’s heart, and caused 
The dropping of its head on the skirt. 
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In the assembly of thy union 
Everywhere, like lancets. 

Fragments of the broken wine-flask 
Have pierced the jugular vein. 

The surging tumult of tears 
Is pressing the roots of my eyelashes. 
Taunting the mean destitution- 
Of the flood’s resources. 

Alas, that lament 

Failed to produce an effect 

Before night-fall, since it was in league 

With the songs of the morning bird. 


238 ^ 


I have a heart 

With grief overburdened; 

With the blister of this grief 
It has been bloated. 

I wish that now with my complaints 
And calumny she might be tamed; 

Vainly have I praised her with my tongue 
In many colourful ways. 

In my simplicity 
I disputed with my friends 
About the friendship 
Of this inexperienced one. 
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Look at my shame» 

Wh*en they could find nothing 

In my good deeds except a well-kept fast, 

Broken with red wine. 

Come into the assembly of Ghalib ! 

Be prepared for his poetry and speech 
If thou dost wish to hear 
Discourses never heard before. 


^ 239 ^ 

Seven hells are hidden 
In the nature of remorse, 

This is the revenge 

Which thou hast approved for the guilty. 

A hundred joys for those 

To whom thou hast shown thy face today ! 

And glad tidings to those whom thou hast kept 
Absorbed in longing for tomorrow. 

By secret enquiries, thou hast ravished 
The heart of the wearied ones; 

Thou hast openly offered blandishments 
To those who are hale and hearty. 


Thou hast acquainted the particle of dust 
With a hundred desert wastes, 

And hast befriended the drop of water 
With seven oceans. 
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A river of tears wells up in them; 

Indeed the eyes are in search of thee; 

Flames burn fiercely in the breasts 
Where, perhaps, thou h^st found a place. 

One night think that the splendid vision 
Shares the same essence as the worldly spectacle; 
Thou dost enjoy the sight of thyself 
Under the veil of creation. 

The eyes weep, the tongue laments, 

And the heart is in tumult; 

Thou hast fully opened all the knots 
In the affairs ofGhalib. 


^ 240 

Ardent love has still to settle scores 
With that self-adorning beauty; 

I and a hundred fragments of my heart 
Are arranged for battle with the eyelashes. 

In its manifestation of glory, 

Beauty is not obliged to anyone; 

Every rose in itself 
Is a blazing skirt. 


mm 241 ^ 

If I have not sung melodious songs. 
Why worry ? 

Since I am not, if I do not exist. 

Why worry ? 
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If the hearts of friends 

Can be carried away with a jest, 

If I have taken them with eloquent speech. 

Why worry ? 

If I have become intoxicated 
With my own speech, and in a state 
Of drunkenness I have admired it, 

Why worry ? 

Alas for Jesusl If he had not gone 
So far away, I would have shown him 

The miracle of my breath, 

But—why worry ? 

Alas for David, that he did not live 

At this time, else I would have put my lament 

On trial with his melody, 

But—why worry ? 


^ 242 ^ 


Joy of the heart 

Opens the veil of efficacy; 

I am happy that I can derive 
So much pleasure from grief over thee. 

In thy reign, at the time of beholding. 
The rose feels ashamed; 

The spectacle and the rose 

Are both drowned in limpid blood. 
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243 ^ 

If through helplessness 

sigh becomes blood, to me it resembles 
That which in madness 

Arises from the afflicted heart. 

Sorrow can only take from us 
That which we already possess — 

The breast in its anguish, 

And the heart in fretting torment. 

Proclaim thy madness! Give a slap 
To the nape of the neck of reason; 

Out of cowardice thou hast given 
A ceremonial scarf to the turban. 

O Ghalib, I wish that the idol of Kashi 
Would accept me. I would say to her, 

I am thy slave”, and with coquetry 
She would reply “Very well”. 


^ 244 ^ 

From the array of a hundred thousand houris, 
I don’t want even one; * 

From among all the fair ones of the world, 

I want only one. 

The clue of His unity 
Is found in His diversity; 

To all the countless numbers 
The common figure is one. 
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What can I tell thee about the heart 
And soul which are out spread 
In my existence? One is oppressed 
And desperate is the other one. 

In this handful of dust they have concealed 
The lightning of two mischievous disasters; 
One is the calamity of predestination, 

And the anguish of free will is the other one. 

Ghalib, I cannot leave 

The state of Delhi; 

In th« land, among the humble 

Dutt«citters, I am one. 


4 ^ 245 

The soul is a spring and flower-garden, 
But it is dust before thee; 

The body is a handful of dust, 

But in thy street it has become soul. 

O Saqi, I know that out of generosity 
Thou art scattering gold; 

Give me a more weighty goblet 
When the wine is precious. 


Even her glorious manifestation 
Is only a sight for the eyes; 

Even the delight in her torments 
Is like the soul in the breast. 
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^ 246 ^ 


One whose coquetry 

Has the manners of an infidel 

Has robbed my heart of strength; 

One of high stature, with a short tunic. 


Slow to take and hold. 
Indifferent in her favours; 

But a qi>i€k winner in the game 
Of praising the lover. 


Like sudden death, 
Exceedingly bitter; 
And like sweet life, 
Of little constancy. 


In conceding requests. 
Like the miserly rich; 

In ravishing hearts, 

An importunate beggar. 


With curling ringlets, 

Wearing a musk-colouicd veil; 

With the dazzling radiance of her body, 
Wealing a golden mantle. 


When receiving supplications, 
Like Laila, scornfully rejecting; 
And in spite of Ghalib, 

Praising Majnun. 
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247 «» 


Despite the quarrel with the heart. 

The place that thou did’st hold in it, thou still d s 

hold; 

In the count of the promises of constancy 
What thou did*st have, thou still dost have. 


It is not possible to tell 

Thy reproaches from thy kindness, 

The wisdom-deceiving coquetry 

That thou did’st have, thou still dost have. 

I swear by thy head that I am ruined 

By last night’s wine; 

The grace of those tottering feet 

That thou did’st have, thou still dost have. 


O Ghalib, if worldly folk 
Have turned against thee, 

Why should’st thou fear? Before this 
Thou did’st have God, and still dost have. 


^ 248 ^ 

With half a blandishment 

Thou dost lay the foundation of a new world 
Thou wilt spread out the earth 
And cause the sky to turn. 

One languishing glance that thou dost cast 

Upon the autumn rose-bush, 

Will turn the spring 

From the door of the flower-garden. 
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If thou wilt manifest 

Thy splendour^ thou wilt turn away 
From the soul the calamity 
Of the darkness of death. 

,When thou wilt remember me. 

Thou wilt be filled with admiration 
At my constancy; thou wilt upbraid thyself 
And turn thy tongue in reproach. 


^ 249 ^ 

In our part of the world, the efforts 
Of the breeze are not in vain; 

O fragrance of the rose. 

Whose message of desire art thou ? 

I am grieved on account of thee, who art 
The flower garden and the spring; 

With thy amorous glance thou hast slain me. 
For whom art thou messiah ? 

In early spring; whose are all these 
Riches of blandishment ? 

The list of the workshop 
Of those plundering art thou ? 


In each image thou hast seen 
Nothing but goodness; 

O eye, in contemplation of whose fair face 
Art thou absorbed ? 
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250 


O grief be happy! 

Thou hast freed me from the fear of death; 
If there was any difficulty, it has been used 
In the service of life. 

I asked the understanding 
*‘What is death, after this life?” 

It said “It is a heavy sleep 
After wakefulness”. 


^ 251 ^ 

Between my heart and thine 
There is wide difference; 

Thou art excusable, therefore, if immediately 
Thou dost not understand my speech. 

In our religion thou wilt not find 
Longing for paradise; 

In our society thou wilt not see 
A lucky star. 

Thou wilt not see the dregs 
In the wine of our thought; 

In the fire of our agitation 
Thou wilt find no smoke. 

Thou hast no longer that modesty 
That thou did’st have while wearing the veil. 
So thou wilt no longer find ardent passion 
To tear the veil. 
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The ocean with its bubbles 

Displays the blistered feet of the quest for thee; 
O rare gem, light of the eyes. 

Where art thou ? 

Our hovel is not worthy of the dew 
And the rose’s fragrance; 

O violent wind, where hast thou .gone ? 

And O torrential flood, where art thou ? 

There is no salt taste of tears 
In my sighs; 

O light of the unsleeping eyes. 

Where art thou ? 

There is agitation caused by the notes 
Drawn from the string of my breath; 

O movement of the invisible plectrum. 

Where art thou ? 


253 

Discerning is he who deploys his heart 
That it may be captured; 

He sees in the heart of stone 
The dance of the idols of Azar. 

O Thou without whom no particle of dust 
Can fulfil itself, 

In quest for Thee it takes the desert itself 
For its guide. 
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Why are the angels envious 

When they cannot find their way to Thee ? 

In longing for thee, foolishly they fly 
In a light-headed manner- 

What misfortune that I restlessly 
Wallow in blood, when it is said 
That Thou dost count the tears dropping from the 
eyes. 

And see each sigh produced in the breast. 

From the melting of my heart, O Ghalib, 

Thou wilt see a flood of fire in my liver. 

If at the time of inspiration thou dost find 
The way to the depth of my being. 

254 ^ 

I do not speak of the enemy 

And the unpalatable sorrow caused by him; 

It is from the friend I have received 
The scars of unjust oppressions. 

How can I embrace thee 
Tightly enough to my bosom ? 

I have complained to thee before 
About thy close fitting tunic. 


^ 8 ^ 255 

The rush of the rose*s splendour 
Is the dust of my caravan; 

The rising drunkenness of wine 
Is the sun of my east. 
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My laments share the rein with the sound 
Of the trumpet on the Day of Judgement; 

My speech shares the stirrup with the circulation 
Of the tumultous noise of the storm. 

Thou dost seek my heart. 

But I die from envy, as to why 
In intoxication, from the corner of thy brow 
The beckoning gesture is successful. 

O Saqi, my throat is parched 
And my soul and heart are frozen; 

Give me that pleasant wine 
Which is both fire and water. 

I do not call thee tyrant. 

But since thou hast taken possession of my heart, 
It has become forever desolate 
As is the tyrant’s house. 
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